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Delhi Sikhs Face Charges for 
'84 Violence 

Real Culprits Still Roaming Scot-free 



Gazette News Service Report 
by Lakhinder Vohra 



is now two years since the 
carnage of Sikhs in the na- 
tion's capital, Kanpur, Bokaro 
and other places. The Delhi 
Administration, various state 
governments and the Central 
Government continued to stoi- 
cally refuse to book the erring 
elements in government, bure- 
aucracy and police who allo- 
wed and in some cases joined 
up with common criminals, in 
perpetrating one of the worst 
massacres in this nation's glor- 
ious history. But the same 
government has quite rightly 
not spread efforts in launch- 
ing a relentless war against 
terriorists who are out to sub- 
vert the democratic process as 
a means of resolving political 
disputes. 



However, those who believe 
in democracy and human 
rights, including Sikhs in India 
and abroad, have taken note 
of the double standards and 
discrimination on the part of 
the authorities in refusing to 
punish the guilty men of 1984. 

Nothing illustrates the injus- 
tice, discrimination and viola- 
tion of the basic norms of fair 
and impartial governance than 
the startling fact that whereas 
little has been done to launch 
proceeding against those who 
aided, abetted or indulged in 
mass murder, atleast 29 sikhs 
have had cases filed against 
them under sections 302/307 
of the Indian Penal Code for 
murder and or attempt to 
murder. 



•Of 



Group Captain Manmohan 
Bir Singh Taiwan who 
was awarded the Mahavir 
Chakra for gallantly during the 
1971 Indo-Pak operations, faced 
another war' in the aftermath 
of Mrs Gandhi's death. 

When, inspite of his repeated 
peaceful warnings, a strong mob 
of four to five thousand stormed 
into his West Patel Nagar house 
and attacked the household, 
breaking one of his teeth, and 
seriously injuring his lips. Tal- 
war resorted to self defence, fir- 
ing from his licenced 12 bore 
gun. While he managed to keep 
the rioters at bay, the police 
arrived-promptly-only to arrest 
him and his two grown up 
sons. 



The kith and kin of the rioters 
killed or injured by Talwar's 
bullets, charged the prematu- 
rely retired Group Captain with 
killing five and injuring another 
five while firing members of a 
peaceful and unprovoked pro- 
cession that passed from in 
front of his house, mourning 
the tragic death of the former 
Prime Minister. Shrimati Indira 
Gandhi. 

While the three Talwars were 
taken away, a worried Mrs Tai- 
wan who' was left behind to 
witness the looting and burn- 
ing, decided to file an FIR on 
the entire episode, holding spe- 
cific persons guilty of betting 
the violence. 

Continued on page 15 col. 1 



Now facing charges under sections 302/307 of the Indian Penal Code 
Group Captain Manmohan Bir Singh Talwar receives the Maha Vir Chakra from 
President Giri For Gallantry in the 1971 war against Pakistan 





1. Lane of Block 32, Tirlokpuri, still haunted by memories of the dead. 
2. Sita Ram. Railway employee, of Tirlokpuri, saved six Sikh families. His wife and her friend are popular figures. 
3. Block 32, Tirlokpuri — the rebuilt Gurudwara out of the ashes. 



Victims of 1984 Rebuild Lives with 
Pride, Dignity and Tenacity 

But . . . Tension, Insecurity, Official Apathy Hinder Normlacy 



Two years after the car- 
nage of November 1984 
The Forum Gazette visited 
two of the worst affected 
areas, Sultanpuri and Tir- 
lokpuri, to see what condi- 
tions are like, to assess the 
mood of the residents. A 
Report by Gazette Corres- 
pondents. 



On October 31st 1984, the 
day Indira Gandhi was 
tragically assassinated, 
Block A-4 in Sultanpuri housed 
about 130 Sikh families. By 
November 4th only six males of 
those families were alive. In 
Block 32 Tirlokpuri the dead 
totalled approximately 300-400. 
Twenty-four months later these 
areas are islands of desolation 
and deathly silence, empty of 
life, inhabited only by ghosts, 
the gaping doorways and broken 
walls mute witness of the holo- 
caust, standing, untouched, in 
accusation. Around these islands 
the uncaring, noisy, bustling, 
overcrowded hurly burly of life 
that marks the capital's "reset- 
tlement colonies " goes on. 

Survivors of these two blocks 
have scattered to different areas. 
Widows are living in Tilak Vihar 
and Garhi. Others, families, have 
gone to areas where there are a 
number of Sikh families. For 
security. Some are still in camps. 
Sumer Singh of Sultanpuri A-4, 
whose four sons were killed, 



I lives with what remains of his 



family in the jhuggie camp of 
Tilak Vihar. He refuses to go 
back to Sultanpuri. He wants 
accomodation in lieu of his plot 
there, somewhere else. But 
nothing is forthcoming. The 20 
to 25 families existing in this 
improvised camp, congested, 
lacking all facilities, unhygeinic, 
insanitary, tell the same story. 

A Surface Normalcy 

In other blocks of Sultanpuri 
life has returned to normal, on 
the surface. In E-Block, the 
gurudwara destroyed by the 
mob, has been rebuilt under the 
spirited efforts of its president, 
Nur Singh, grey haired with a 
straggly beard, lean and ener- 
getic. "Sade Baba ne banaya hai 
lour God has made it)" he says, 
folding his hands, taking no 
credit for his seva'. Asked how 
things are in the colony, Nur 
Singh who was, and is, of Con- 
gress III pradhan, deplores the 
fact that the Sikhs are now 
frightened by any small inci- 
dent. "People have lost faith in 
the Guru" he says. "I tell them 
don't be afraid! No one will die 
before their time! If people 
come to attack, we are ready for 
them. Hindu, Sikh, Musulman 
sab insaan hain'." 

Young Kahvant Singh, gende- 
faced, smiling, neady dressed in 
blue pajama-kurta, still lives in 
Block C-4 where many also 
died. His charpai' shop in D-l 
Block was reduced to ashes, but 
he and his family were saved by 
neighbours. With rehabilitation 



assistance from private sources 
he is back in business. As good 
as before he says when asked 
about sales. But he adds softly 
that things are not the same in 
the colony. Although communal 
relations are peaceful, fear and 
insecurity persist. The gurud- 
wara in their block was a total 
ruin. Now, with financial assist- 
ance, Kalwant Singh and others 
have raised the compound wall. 
But from their conversation it is 
clear that their hearts are not 
really in it. "I tell Kalwant Singh 
to go and rebuild the gurud- 
wara" Nur Singh tells us. "I tell 
him not to leave here. I will 
come and build it with him." 
But Kalwant is in two minds 
He does not want to leave, but 

Financially Alright — 
But Tension Immediate 

Others feel the same way. Tail 
Singh is selling bangles again as 
he did before. In his one room 
house, gleaming brass utensils, 
are ranged neatly against the 
wall, his coal teal' next door is 
back in business, and his six 
daughters — his only son is a 
babe in arms — augment the 
family income by weaving plas- 
tic seat covers. Financially he is 
alright, but his wife tells us that 
even when children are involved 
in a squabble, and the two 
communities are involved, the 
tension is immediate. "People 
still jeer at us" she says. "And 
on October 2nd, when the 

Continued on page 15, Col 3 
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NATIONAL PRIDE AND SPORT 

Is the press justified in writing about India's poor performance 
at the Asian Games as a national humiliation ? 



Preminder Singh 



If "War is a continuation of 
potitiixi by other means" (Clause- 
nits on war') what is sport a 
continuation of? 

The modem Olympic Games 
movement is based on the revi- 
val of the Greek games of 776 
B.C. In Athens, Sparta & Olym- 
pia, games were part of the 
education of the Greeks incul- 
cating an "ethic of valour, the 
cult of military or sporting pro- 
wess by which one could assert 
oneself, could outclass others . 

it was a source of prestige 
and glory . . . the cult of the 
hero, of the champion of high 
performance which found an 
outlet outside the sphere of bat- 
tle in games or contests, partic- 
ularly in the realm of sports" 

But the Romans who succee- 
ded the Greeks as the dominant 
power had a different, attitude 
to all this. They were interested 
only in the fighting events — 
wrestling and boxing. The 
Romans described their festivals 
as Ludi iGames) while the 
Greeks had called them Agones 
icontestsi. The Greeks originally 
organised their games for the 
competitors, the Romans for the 
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public. One was primarily comp- 
etition, the other entertainment." 

With Hitler s Germany in the 
mid thirties it was Aryan supre- 
macy — "Amid all the Swastika 
banners and Nazi salutes at the 
1936 Olympic Games in Berlin 
the performance of a black athe- 
lete from Cleveland, Ohio out- 
shone anything the much vaun- 
ted Aryan race could produce. 
Jesse Owens won four gold 



Dying or Extinct? 

With India in the mid eight- 
ies it is politics and nat- 
ionalism. The first 3 weeks of 
October saw the entire nat- 
ional press in an agony of 
humiliation and self-flagella- 
tion at the so called demise of 
Indian sport. 

"If the maxim Sporting stan- 
dards are a barometer to a 
nations fitness and prepared- 
ness for survival are true," said 
C.S. Rao and Avinash Singh (HT 
Oct 51 "India would almost be 
extinct . While P.C. Nigam (HT 
Oct 4) had to wait for "6 days of 
humiliation and frustration" for 
the National Anthem to be 
played. The Times of India (Oct. 
22) wrote an obituary mourning 
the demise of hockey from the 
Indian sub-continent. "For the 
last few years it (hockey) was in 
an almost comatose state. Its 
condition took a sudden turn 
for the worse in Seoul last 
month and it finally breathed 
its last at Willesden Green in 
London." 

S. Thyagarajan iSportstar Oct. 
11) thought he was watching a 
western as he saw the "Hockey 
champs bite the dust" and the 
presumably the South Koreans 
'riding off into the sunset. 

Officials v/s Coaches 

While the nation was. either 
becoming extinct or biting the 
dust, Ken Bosen, Chief National 
Coach, disappeared in the middle 
of the games for a well paid job 
in Taiwan out of frustration 
with the country's sports infras- 
tructure." He said the problem 
in India is not that we are fol- 
lowing the wrong system, but 
that we have nb svstem ". (India 
Today Oct. 311 

Eric Arnold, India s Australian 



swimming coach wasn't even 
taken to the Asian games after 
having coached the team for 
over 3 months. He said (to Novy 
Kapadia Sports World 22-28 Oct.i 
"I am unhappy that swimmers 
like Bula, Khazan, Wilson and 
Punja, all medal hopes may 
suffer because of an absence of 
crucial last minute tips . . . K.V. 
Sharma is inadequate as a 
national coach. He spends more 
time politicking . . . and is rarely 
on deck' Ipresent at the pool) 
. . . and R.K.Gupta's (manager of 
the swimming squad at Seoul) 
involvement with swimming can 
best be judged by the fact that 
at the official reception at Ras- 
thrapati Bhawan he could not 
name a single swimmer. One of 
the boys introduced the squad 
to the President." 

But national honour was 
saved by a quartet of girls 
from Kerala. "There is only 
one state that has a proper 
sports policy and that is Ker- 
ala. Take away P.T. Usha and 
what have you got" said Coach 
Ken Bosen (India Today Oct 
31). The very thought is hor- 
rifying, and specially this 
month — take away P.T. Usha 
and what have you got to 
write about? 

USHIAN GAMES 

PILAVULAKANDI THEKKE- 
PARAMBIC USHA can run 200 
meters faster than any north 
Indian can pronounce her 
name but can anybody cope 
with all those goldern analogies. 
Golden Girl' (The Week) Golden 
Girl' (India Today) Usha the 
surname is gold' (Sportstarl, the 
sports gold mine' (HT) . . . She 
keeps her destiny with gold' . . . 
the name that spells gold' 
ISportstar). 

Or can she cope with (Sport- 
star Oct 25) seeing her "Stand- 
ing out in solitary splendour, as 
Venus in the western sky around 
dusk . . . endowed with a stout 
heart, dedication and national 



Or cope with Amiya Taraf- 
dar's (The Week Oct. 19-25) find- 
ing that the foreign image of the 
"country girl hailing from a 
remote village in Kerala had to 
be tuaght how to eat and dress 
in public" was true only to the 



extent of the inherent beauty 
of the countryside which she 
radiates" 

India Today (Oct 31) found 
electricity in the air as the 
dusky long legged athelete in 
green shorts . . . stepped on to 
the track at Seoul . . . carefully 
fitted her spikes into the start- 
ing blocks, flexing her muscular 
thighs . . . While Nirmal Shekhar 
Frontline (Oct.4-17) finds her a 
"mesomorphic (innate muscular 
build) woman in the endomor- 
phic (thick, short limbed) world 
. . . and if you happen to meet 
her on the street or anywhere 
outside a stadium your mind 
conjures up images of her run- 
ning on an athletics track . . . 
(with) a body made for motion 
for long purposeful strides down 
a tartan track." 

India Today didnot foroget to 
count the cash either. "From 
the Indian Government she will 
be getting Rs. 6.5. lakhs. She has 
already received a Rs. 3 lakhs 
award from the Kerala Govern- 
ment along with a Standard 
2000 car ... At a conservative 
estimate Usha stands to make 
around Rs. 20 lakhs after her 
Seoul performance, the most 
that any Indian sportsperson 
has received for a single sport- 
ing event," not counting the 
"emotion, adulation and joy 
from Kerala (at her) grand home- 
coming of which Sportstar pro- 
mises a report in words and 
pictures in their next issue. 

No Need for Anguish 

But after all the adulation and 
the moaning are over there is 
only one journalist who has 
tackled the issue of sport at a 
fundamental level — "how can 
a -developing country commit- 
ted to democracy match the 
dollar power of the (developed) 
democracies or the state-run 
sports machinery of Russia and 
the East European bloc. R1NG- 
SIDER (The Week Oct.19-25) fur- 
ther asks or "Is it even desira- 
ble? Sports cannot be isolated 
from society . . . and there is no 
proper foundation for the 
heights which we are trying to 
reach ... If only we could 
realize and live with our limita- 
tions, sport will not become the 
subject of such anguish". » 



LAOTZU 




LEGENDS as to Laotzu are 

more or less familiar. 

Immaculately conceived by a 
shooting-star, carried in his 
mothers womb for sixty-two 
years and born, it is said, white- 
haired, in 604 B.C., he became 
in due time keeper of imperial 
archieves at Loyang, an ancient 
capital in what is now the Chi- 
nese province of Honan. 

Speaking wisdom which attr- 
acted followers, he had refused 
to the end of his life to set it 
down: considering the way of 
life and the ways of the world, 
he had decided that a great 
deal was done and said in the 
world which might better he 
spared. His choice, however, 
was not, as has been widely 
assumed, vacant inaction or 
passive contemplation. It was 
creative quietism. 

One who would guide a leader 

of men in the uses of life 
Will warn him against the use of 

arms for conquest. 
Weapons often turn upon the 

wielder, 
An army's harvest is a waste of 

throns, 

Conscription of a multitude of 
men 

Drains the next year dry. 

A good general, daring to marcl 

dares also to halt, 
Will never press his triumph 

beyond need. 
What he must do he does but 

not for glory, 
What he must do he does but 

not for show, 
What he must do he does but 

not for self; 
He has done it because it had to 

be done, 
Not from a hot head. 
Let life ripen and then fall, 
Force is not the way at all: 
Deny the way of life and you are 



Even the finest arms are an 

instrument of evil, 
A spread of plague, 
And the way for a vital man to 

go is not the way of a soldier. 
But in time of war men civilised 

in peace 
Turn from their higher to their 

lower nature. 
Arms are an instrument of evil, 
No measure for thoughtful men 
Until there tail all other choice 
But sad acceptance of it. 
Triumph is not beautiful. 
He who thinks triumph beautiful 
Is one with a will to kill, 
And one with a will to kill 
Shall never prevail upon the 

world. 

It is a good sign when man's 

higher nature comes forward, 
A bad sign when his lower 

nature comes forward, 
When retainers take charge 
And the master stays back 
As in the conduct of a funeral. 
The death of a multitude is 

cause for mourning: 
Conduct your triumph as a 

funeral. 
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In November 1984 the Delhi 
police was accused by victims 
of the holocaust of inaction, 
or of actively assisting the kil- 
ling and burning mobs. Since 
Sikh policemen and officers 
had immediately been with- 
drawn from the field by the 
authorities during those shame- 
ful days, the police force was 
accused of blatant communal- 
ism. In rare cases some mem- 
bers of the force did help the 
Sikh targets — one of them 
was penalised for so doing his 
duty. Many police personnel 
were named in reports and 
affidavits by the victims. But 
no disciplinary action appears 
to have been taken against 
them. The result has been that 
the vast majority of Delhi's 
Sikh community have lost con- 
fidence in the police. Two 
years after the 1984 outrage 
The Forum Gazette intervi- 
ewed Mr. Ved Marwah, pres- 
ently Chief Police Commis- 
sioner of Delhi. 



Ved Marwah then Addi- 
tional Commissioner of 
Police, Headed a police 
enquiry into the events of Nov- 
ember 1984 and much was 
expected from the Marwah 
Report'. Unfortunately, however, 
this never saw the light of day. 
The Police Commissioner told 
The Forum Gazette that the 
report was never submitted 
because before he could call 
important witnesses from the 
Delhi Administration, such as 
the Chief Secretary, he was 
asked not to proceed any 
further with the enquiry. Read- 
ers may recall that two Delhi 
policemen who were suspected 
of dereliction of duty and who 
feared disciplinary action would 
be taken against them, moved 
the High Court and secured an 
ad-interim injunction restrain- 
ing Mr. Marwah from publish- 
ing or submitting his report. No 
action has been taken against 
the two policemen. Asked what 
police report the Prome Minis- 
ter had referred to when he 
told Mr. Pritish Nandy, editor, 
Illustrated Weekly of India that 
' We have had a police report 



FACE TO FACE 
WITH DELHI'S 
POLICE 

COMMISSIONER 



Harji Malik Interviews Ved Marwah 



on it Ithe November eventsi," 
Mr. Marwah said he was not 
aware of any other police, 
report. Since his was not com- 
plete, he had come to no con- 
clusions and had not submitted 
any report. All documents con- 
nected with the enquiry were 
turned over by him to the 
Misra Commission. 

Rahul Bedi's Writ Petition 

A writ petition filed by Indian 
Express correspondent Rahul 
Bedi for an enquiry into police 
inaction and dereliction of duty 
in the November killings was 
turned down by the court on 
the plea 'that a police enquiry 
— the Marwah enquiry was in 
progress, the ad-interim injunc- 
tion on this enquiry followed. 
The Citizens' Justice Commit- 
tee, fearing that documentary 
evidence might be tampered 
with moved the courts to have 
all documents concerning the 
enquiry sealed and deposited 
with the court. This was done. 
Later the CJC asked that the 
documents be unsealed and 
handed over to the Misra 
Commission. This was done but 
Justice Misra did not give 
access to the documents to the 
CJC. Therefore the contents are 
not known to the public. 

Improvements In Police 
Administration 

The Police Commissioner told 



the Gazette that action had 
been taken to improve police 
administration since the Novem- 
ber events, and he pointed out 
that inspite of grave communal 
provocation since November 
1984 — he cited the murders of 
Arjun Dass, Mr. and Mrs. Lalit 
Makken and the Mukhtsar kil- 
lings — the situation had been 
kept under control inspite of 
the threatened backlash. The 
main thing is that the minori- 
ties must not feel they have to 
protect themselves" he said. 
They must have full faith in 
the police, that the police will 
act in an unbiased way, " as- 
sured Mr. Marwah. 

He added that the police have 
taken a strong line with all anti- 
social elements, irrespective of 
who they are. When he was told 
that in 'the Tilak Vihar happen- 
ings in July after the Muktsar 
killings, only Sikhs had been 
killed by police firing, he replied 
that out of five firing victims, 
one was a Hindu, and that it 
was difficult to say which were 
the specific victims of police fir- 
ing as others had also fired 
weapons. But he reminded the 
Gazette that local Sikh leaders 
including the DGPC, had con- 
gratulated the police for their 
handling of the situation. There 
might have been one or two 
complaints, he admitted, but on 
the whole the situation was 
well contained" and wherever 



trouble broke out in other local- 
ities, it had been stopped imme- 
diately. The police had been out 
in full strength. 

Little Actual Army Presence 

Asked to comment on the 
widespread belief expressed in 
many circles that the situation 
was kept in control because the 
"Army had been called out" the 
Police Commissioner said that 
whereas the police and army 
always cooperated, there had 
been little actual army presence 
in the city at that time. Perhaps 
the psychological effect of pos- 
sible army presence had played 
a part, he added. But what had 
controlled the situation was 
imposition of curfew without 
delay in. troubled areas, the 
force used against troublemak- 
ers and efficient functioning of 
the police communications sys- 
tem. 

Sikh Apprehensions 

The Gazette told the police 
chief that Sikhs all over Delhi, 
no matter who they are. or 
where they live, feel that they 
are living on top of a powder 
keg which may blow up any 
moment. They have lost ail 
sense of security and the com- 
mon feeling is that if any unto- 
ward incident takes place — for 
example had the Prime Minister 
been wounded or worse on 
October 2nd — the capital 
could easily have had a repeti- 
tion of November 1984. 

November '84 Repetition Not 
Possible — Says Marwah 

Mr Marwah agreed that we 
are in an explosive situation, 
with irrational emotions run- 
ning high. "But I don't agree 
that we cannot control the 
situation" he said, "there is no 
reason to doubt that any such 
crisis can and will be con- 
trolled." Asked point blank if he 
thought a repetition of the Nove- 
mber holocaust is possible, his 
Categorical reply was a firm I 

Continued on page 15. Col 7 



PUNJAB POLICE INFILTRATED 

Widespread Resentment Over Fake Encounters 



From Harbir Singh Bhanwer in Amritsar 



The Police top brass in 
Punjab is a worried lot 
since ten-orists appear to 
have successfully infiltrated the 
inner echelons of the police 
force during their recent abor- 
tive attempt in Jalandhar on the 
life of the Director General of 
Police Mr. IF, Ribeiro. The 
attack took place in the citadel 
of the police force within the 
Punjab Armed Police complex. 
Fears that the police force had 
been infiltrated were further 
strengthened when four of the 
P.A.P. personnel sent their resi- 
gnation letters to their respec- 
tive headquarters along with a 
joint statement to the press in 
Amritsar giving reasons for their 
action. 

The four are head constable 
Ajit Singh and three constables, 
Balwinder Singh, Dalwinder 
Singh and Sardul Singh. Bal- 
winder is a close relative of 
Baba Gurbachan Singh Mano- 
chahal, a member of the Pan- 
thic Committee', which had 
gone underground immediately 
after making an announcement 
about the establishment of 



Khalistan on April 29, 1986 
within the holy precincts of the 
Golden Temple. 

It is however still not clear 
how tar these policemen were 
involved in the attack on Mr. 
Ribeiro and his wife in the 
Officers Mess in the misty 
atmosphere of the early hours 
of October 3, when they were 
both taking an early morning 
stroll in the compound. How 
many others were involved in 
the attack is yet to be ascer- 
tained, although the police ar- 
rested sub-Inspector Gurbachan 
Singh, incharge of the security 
of the Officers Mess and two 
others, Karaj Singh and his wife 
Mrs. Amarjit Kaur, residents of 
Amritsar district, whose truck 
was used by the offenders for 
making their get away. 

Announcing that they are 
joining the underground mil- 
itant organisation Khalistan 
Commando Force', the defect- 
ing policemen stated, The 
police is committing atrocities 
on the Sikhs and killing inno- 
cent youths in contrived en- 
counters at the instance of Mr. 



Ribeiro. We are fed up with the 
communal and dictatorial atti- 
tude of Mr. Ribeiro deputed by 
Mr. Rajiv Gandhi to eliminate 
Sikhs." 

They also claimed that they 
were eve-witness to the gunning 
down of innocent Sikh youths 
in fake' encounters. How far 
their statement is correct is 
anybody's guess. But it is a fact 
that in the case of many youths 
killed in Punjab in fake en- 
counters, many parents had 
developed sore feelings in the 
villages. Resentment in the 
countryside has been wides- 
pread, especially as from these 
same villages young people had 
been serving both in the army 
and the police. 

Ribeiro Proved Wrong 

Mr. Ribeiro, however, himself 
ruled out that such sympathy 
as the terrorists enjoyed did not 
extend to the ranks of police 
force. But the way the terrorists 
operated during the attack on 
him, was a clear indication that 
they knew every inch of the PAP 
complex and moved at their 



will and escaped without any 
hindrance or being engaged by 
the police personnel present 
there. This has compelled the 
police Chief to admit that the 
terrorists are capable of perpe- 
trating daring crimes. Only a 
few days earlier, he had said 




The Punjab Director-General of 
Police, J.F. Ribeiro 



that the police was locked in a 
"neck to neck race with the 
terrorists ". 

The four cops who went 
underground also affirmed, 
We are joining the Khalistan 
Commando force and will per- 
form any duty assigned by its 
Chief. Those police officials, 
who are working against the 
Sikhs and Sikhism, will be 
taught a lesson. 

Dera Baba Nanak 'Encounter' 

Whether their allegations are 
correcl or not, no clear explana- 
tions are available at the official 
level regarding many killings, 
including the ten youths killed 
by the BSF on the border at 
Dera Baba Nanak on August 30, 
which had become a matter of 
controversy and a sore point 
between the Akali Government 
in Punjab and the Centre. Some 
Punjab Ministers, who held an 
enquiry into the incident, had 
openly blamed the B.S.F. for 
cold-blooded' murder of these 
youths when they had surren- 
dered' after crossing the border 
from the Pakistan side. 

The United' Akali Dal, the All- 
India Sikh Students Federation 
and many other Sikh organisa- 
tions have been protesting 
against the fake' encounters, 
which had swelled the ranks of 
the terrorists. □ 



— 
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A Religious Initiative in Punjab 



Lakhinder Vohra interviews Bhakti Chaitanya Swami Guru of Punjab Peace Council 



Punjab has had its fair | 
share of leaders-both poli- 
tical and spiritual. While 
some have come forward to try 
and find a solution to the prob- 
lem, others have not solve . The 
newly formed Punjab Peace Coun- 
cil under aegis of spiritual 
leader Bhakti Chaitanya Swami 
Guru is one group which seems 
determined-to make a go adeast. 
The 41 -year-old saffron clad 
swami hails from Hoshiarpur. 
Earlier he ran a motor parts 
and transport business, until he 
decided it was not worth the 
effort, and resolved to renounce 
materialism. He now propagates 
the divine mission of the Hare 
Rama at Chandigarh. 

Recently he spoke at length 
to the gazette about his coun- 
cil's recent visit to the strife-torn 
areas of Punjab and his subse- 
quent analysis of the situation. 
Excerpts from the Interview: 
(X, What was the purpose of 
your visit to the various tense 
areas of Punjab? 

A. I felt that all religious 
leaders in Punjab needed an 
awakening. History testifies that 
whenever such situations have 
arisen, religious leaders have 
come forward to deal with the 
problems thrown up. When 
Aurangzeb attacked the Hindus; 
our Guru Teg Bahadur, at that 
moment of time in deep medi- 
tation, came forward to settle 
the issue. The instances are 
innumerable. I felt that the 
people of Punjab had lost all 
trust in politicians, but they 
seemed to repose confidence in 
religious leaders. Hence we de- 
cided to give a call to all the 
religious leaders of Punjab to 
awaken themselves and come 
out of their luxurious and aris- 
tocratic lives. 

Q. Can you tell us how you 
organised the tour? 

A. Yes. At the very outset, 
we decided to be a political and 
non-sponsored. We gathered peo- 
ple from all communities and 
decided to visit areas like Tarn 
Taran where nobody dared to 
go. We went to Bhani Sahib, the 
land of the Namdharis and met 
Maharaja Jagjit Singh, who re- 
posed great confidence in our 
movement. We went to Nakodar 
and met the riot-affected. Then 
we went to Dera Baba Jewal 
Singh at Beas and met the Rad- 
haswami head Maharaj Charan 
Singh who was of the view that 
politicians were misleading the 
people and that individual insti- 
tutions were giving different 




Bhakti Chaitanya Swami with his four advisors who are drawn from the various 
communities. From left — A Sikh. Muslim and Christian. 



colours to students. He empha- 
sised that the education policy 
needed to be centralised if the 
youth were to be disciplined. 

Then we visited Gurudwara 
Gurdarshan Prakash, Mehta 
Chowk, the headquarters of the 
Damdami Taksal and met Baba 
Thakar Singh, the head of the 
Taksal. He was of the view that 
all sikhs and Hindus wanted 
peace but since the government 
was harassing his disciples and 
jailing poor and innocent 
youths, peace could not be 
maintained. He demanded their 
release, for peaceful conditions 
to be restored. We also tried to 
visit the Gurdaspur jails, but 
inspite of our prior written 
approval from the government, 
we were not allowed to meet 
the inmates, who we feared 
were innocent youths. 

We also visited prominent 
Hindu shrines like Pandori 
Mahanta where we met Mahant 
Gopal Das, who assured us of 
all help. A crowd of about 400 
to 500 congregated there and 
pledged for peace. We visited 
the Durgiana Mandir at Amrit- 
sar where we met Gopi Chand 
Bhatia, we also met the presi- 
dent of the Viswa Hindu Pari- 
shad unit of Amritsar, Gadadhar 
Rao Yadav. He felt that the 
government did not want to 
solve the problem. 

We also went to Dera Baba 
Nanak and were horrified to see 
how the BSF and CRPF were 
harassing the villagers and des- 
troying their future by killing 
their children in fake encoun- 
ters. The villagers narrated tales 
of how innocents were tortured 
and killed. We visited a site 
where a pregnant woman along 
with her brother was shot dead 
in an alleged encounter. In 



With Giani Sabib Singh, the head priest of the Golden Temple. 




Amritsar we had long discus- 
sions with Bhai Mohan Singh 
and Giani Sahib Singh. Giani 
Sahib Singh felt that the central 
government's attitude towards 
the Sikhs was immature. But 
most surprisingly, when it came 
to condemn the second attack 
on the Golden Temple, susbe- 
quent to which prominent min- 
isters had resigned, he chose to 
remain silent. In the last leg of 
our tour we went to Tarn Taran 
and met the Chairman of the 




Swami and coural members offering prayers at the Akal Takhat in the Golden 
Temple Complex in Amritsar. 

Why keep the people in dar- 
kness? Moreover, the govern 



have clearly told us that for 
them the ministers are dead 
and have become mere statues. 
The feel that there is dictator- 
ship in India and everybody is 
doing what they want. There is 
a great deal of insecurity in the 
state. What was most alarming 
was that innocent youths were 
being misled by politicians. 

Q. How is that being done? 

A. Its very simple These 
politicians are simply asking 
these youngsters to go to jails 




Swami coming out of Harmindar Sahib. Golden Temple after offering prayers 



Ram Tirth Trust-Pandit Shyam 
Sunder Shastri and also the 
head of Pingalwara-Bhagat 
Puran Singh. 

Q. What has been your 
analysis? 

A. We have decided to pub- 
lish a white paper on the Pun- 
jab problem, in all international 
languages. 

As far as my analysis goes, 1 
have concluded that there is no 
governance whatsoever there is 
no Akali ministry. The people 



and that once they are out, they 
would be handsomely rewarded. 
In fact, they are also promising 
them ministeral jobs. 

Q. How do you assess the 
problem? 

A. The biggest problem is 
unemployment. The Sikhs have 
a feeling of being discriminated. 
Another problem is the non- 
implementation of the Accord. 
My sincere appeal is that if the 
Accord cannot be implemented, 
then it should be scrapped. 



With Baba Jalak Singh of Damdani Taksal. 




ment should be more consider- 
ate in its approach. Take the 
border issue for example. They 
have not even consulted the 
people living on the borders at 
all. If the law regarding Article 
249 is passed then a large 
number of farmers would lose 
their Hand I livelihood, because 
of the fence. In such a situation, 
the farmers are bound to be 
disgruntled. In fact they already 
are. When we visited some 
border areas, we found the 
people extremely hostile to- 
wards the government. They 
seem to have decided that 
sooner or later the government 
would take away their lands, so 
they might just as well be ready 
to fight for it. 

Qj. But do you think politics 
and religion make a good mix? 

A. Religion means faith, and 
one must have faith in somt 
thing. Religion is above politics. " 
In fact politicians need to seek 
guidance from religious leaders. 
This has always happened in 
history. The cause of all evil in 
the world today is that politi- 
cians have stopped being reli- 
gious. 

Q. What comes first, nation 
or religion? 

A. Religion is God and God 
is one, Nations are many. Reli- 
gion means faith and faith 
means God. God is first, religion 
is first. Nation comes after- 
wards. 

Q. But one can have faith in 
the nation, also? 

A. But what comes first, the 
creator of nations or a nation ... ? 

Q, Coming back to the prob- 
lem, what is the solution you 
offer? 

A. First, all detainees-Hindus 
or Sikhs in Jodhpur or else- 
where, should be released and 
treated in a humane way. 

Second, confidence, must be 
restored among the Sikhs. They 
should not have a feeling of 
alienation. 

Third, the poor peoples voice 
should not be suppressed. Pun- 
jab has a large number of pub- 
lications coming out in the state 
but all of them an adding fuel 
to fire. 1 think we ought to close 
down these sensational papers 
in the interest of society. 

And lastly, I feel ' that the 
government should act more 
wisely . If the terrorists were 
making hit-lists' then they 
should have mad catch-lists', 
rather than creating a public 
opinion, which seeks to brand 
even- Sikh a terrorist □ 
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If Time Alone Could Heal 



Kuldip Nayar 



Kuldip Nayar, 
celebrated colu- 
mnist and a con- 
sulting editor to 
the Gazette 
takes the 
government and 
Misra Commission to task for 
failing to take action against 
the guilty men of 1984. He 
also demands that the Misra 
Commission report be made 
public. 




"f time alone could heal the 
wound that their country- 
men inflicted on the Sikhs, 
the two years that have gone by 
after nearly 3,000 of them were 
murdered in Delhi alone would 
have been time enough. But one 
has only to talk to a Sikh to 
realise how raw the wound still is. 
Operation Bluestar was a trau- 
matic experience for them but 
what has really hurt the Sikh 
psyche is the indiscriminate kil- 
ling that their community suf- 
fered after the assassination of 
Indira Gandhi. 

I imagined that any govern- 
ment wanting to retrieve the 
Sikhs would have started by fix- 
ing the responsibility for the 
Delhi killings. But none was 
"challaned' or arraigned before 
the law courts for the murders. 
Prime Minister Rajive Gandhi 
did not take the demand for ac- 
tion against the guilty seriously 
because his first public statement 
was that when a big tree falls 
(meaning thereby the assassi- 
nation of Mrs. Gandhi , the earth 
shakes. 

Subsequently, in the face of 
increasing public and press criti- 
cism, he said that he was op- 
posed to an inquiry because that 
would only reopen the wounds. 
It was a strange reaction because 
only a probe to apportion blame 
could have lessened the pain. 
The demand was unanimously 
supported by a large section of 
Hindu opinion. Ultimately, the 
Prime Minister came round to 
appointing a commission when 
the late Harchand Singh Longo- 
wal. the Akali chief, made it a 
pre-condition to the Punjab 
accord the two signed. 

For a government to have 
dragged its feet on such an 
inquiry was wrong. The delay 
was bound to arouse several 
doubts and it came to be openly 
said that the ruling party was 
seeking to protect some of its 
guilty member or to allow them 
time to erase the evidence. The 
names of some highly placed men 
were mentioned as being involved 
in the brutal killings. 

Grudging Enquiry; Relent- 
less Pressure on Witnesses 

Even when the appointment of 
a commission headed by Justice 
Ranganath Mishra was grud- 
gingly announced, he could not 
get the enquiry started for a long 
time for lack of staff and other 
facilities. And when ultimately 
the process began, relentless 
pressure was brought to bear on 
witnesses and families of riot 
victims to restrain them from 
submitting affidavits. Some 
people in the government and 
the Congress (I) party, against 




The commission building and Justice Mishra. 



whom the're were charges of 
complicity, used all methods to 
collect testimonials in their 
favour. 

I do not know why Rajiv 
Gandhi did not step in to stop all 
this, atleast from his party 
members, because if the purpose 
was to win back the Sikhs, the 
entire exercise done by some of 
the serving ministers and officials 
was bound to exacerbate the situ- 
ation. The Sikhs suspicion of a 
calculated attempt to make them 
feel insecure in their own country 
might have been imsplaced, but 
that was all the more reason why 
the government should have 
acted in a manner that would 
have revived their confidence. 

My feeling is that the Mishra 
Commission also did not appre- 
ciate the point. If was not a 
routine inquiry and too legalistic 
an approach and too legalistic a 
procedure did not fit into what 
was aimed at. I personally think 
that the Sikhs should have been 
allowed to say whatever they 
wanted, the way they wanted. 
But Justice Mishra said that he 
would decide on which affidavits 
he would allow cross examina- 
tion by counsel representing 
Sikhs. The community's res- 
ponse, and that of those con- 
cerned with justice and human 
rights was to boycott the enquiry. 

In a press release The Citizens' 
Justice Committee explained its 
reasons for withdrawing its parti- 
cipation for the Misra Enquiry 
thus: 

"(a) A major part of the in- 
quiry was conducted by the Com- 
mission behind closed-door and 
the Committee has no knowledge 
of the same. This has rendered the 
participation by the Citizen's 
Justice Committee useless. 

lb) A number of vital docu- 
ments which were summoned at 
the instance of the Citizens' 
Justice • Committee were not 
shown to it. 

(c) The request of the Citizen's 
Justice Committee to summon 
those high Government officials 
who were responsible for mainte- 
nance of law and order during 
November 1984, was turned 
down. The Committee was in- 
formed that the Commission had 
already recorded the statements of 
some of the officials. Neither the 
names of these officials nor their 
statements were disclosed. Fur- 
thermore, the Committee was not 



permitted to cross-examine them, 
which was necessary to check the 
veracity of their statements and 
find out the truth. 

(d) Untested reports of the 
Commission's Investigating 
Agency were being relied upon 
without furnishing them to the 
Citizen 's Justice Committee. 

(e) While the culprits of the 
carnage are still moving scot free, 
the victim-witnesses are harassed 
and threatened with dire con- 
sequences in case they revealed 
the real facts to the Commission. 
In most of these cases the threats 
have come simultaneously with 
the issue of summons to the wit- 
nesses. This fact had been 
brought to the notice of the 
Commission many times but no 
effective step were taken to instil 
the requisite confidence in the 
minds of the victims. 

In the aforesaid circumstances, 
the Citizen's Justice Committee 
is of the view that its continued 
presence and participation in the 
proceedings of the Commission 
would be ineffective and point- 
less. 

The Citizen's Justice Commit- 
tee included: Justice S.M. Sikri, 
former Chief Justice of India, 
V.M. Tarkunde, Soli J. Sorabjee, 
R.S. Narula, Professor Rajni 
Kothari, Lt. General J.S. 
Aurora, Khushwant Singh, 
Gobinda Mukhoty and a number 
of other eminent citizens as 
members. 

Thus the nation lost an 
opportunity to win back the con- 
fidence of the Sikhs. The govern- 
ment's own purpose to pacify the 
community was defeated to a 
great extent. And the Sikhs 
themselves felt bewildered be- 
cause free and full say was the 
minimum that they had expec- 
ted. 

And now the government is 
sitting on the report. Both the 
letter and spirit of the Punjab v ac- 
cord is defeated. I do not know 
what is in the report, except for a 
laconic news report that there 
was no prior concerted prepara- 
tion for an assault on Sikhs. If 
this is true, how does the judge 
explain the widespread nature of 
the attacks on Sikhs and their 
property? 

There were also killings in 
areas as far apart as Kanpur, 
Bokaro and even Indore. It is 
said that the Mishra commission 
has not apportioned blame to 




individuals. Is there going to be 
another commission to do so? 
For the entire purpose will be 
defeated if the commission has 
not named the persons responsi- 
ble for the killings, directly or 
indirectly. 

Blanket of Secrecy Makes no 
Sense 

But if the commission has 
done so little, the blanket of sec- 
recy upon the report does not 
make sense. The exercise, so 
reluctantly undertaken was meant 
to allay not only the doubts of 
Sikhs, but of people of all com- 
munities, to tell what and how it 
happened and who were the 
people involved in what has out- 
raged not only the Sikhs but all 
civilised people. The more the 
government resists the demand 



the more rumours there will be to 
damn the government. 

The withholding of the 
Thakkar Commission report on 
the assassination of Mrs. Gandhi 
is bad enough, but the non- 
publication of the report by 
Mishra Commission will be 
worse. And what do the horrified 
people, the Sikhs and others, do 
in the meanwhile when they see 
the persons they found indulging 
in looting, burning and killing 
occupying positions of authority? 



Face to Face 
with Delhi's 
Police 

Commissioner 

Continued from page 3 col. 5 
would say not." 

But he expressed his unhapp- 
iness at the mushrooming of 
the various "senas" as an "un- 
healthy development." He war- 
ned that at the moment they 
are small, miniscule. But they 
must be exposed, must not be 
allowed a free hand at all costs. 
They have little membership at 
present but he uttered a note of 
warning : I hope they don t 
gain public respectability." He 
would not comment on the role 
of politicians in such matters 
but was emphatic in his view 
that people must be realistic in. 
thier assessment of the role of 
the police in these matters 
"The police can only control a 
situation" he pointed out. "We 
cannot resolve religious, social 
or other problems." The police 
can only stop riots, not prevent 
them. That is the responsibility 
of other. 

Call for Citizens Action 

The police chief repeated that 
Delhi citizens must also do 
their bit to stop the situation 
from further deterioration. They 
cannot just sit back and let it go 
out of control. They must come 
out and work for improved 
community relations. The peo- 
ple must isolate the mischief 
making elements. "They have 
no religion. They are criminals; 
just as the terrorists have no 
religion." Such people must be 
singled out "he emphasised and 
must be dealt with by the law. 
What people don't understand," 
he continued "is that law and 
order is the responsibility of 
everyone, not only of the police. 
People must give at least their 
tacit, if not their active support 
to enforcing law and order." 
That is missing, a serious 
lacunae in his opinion. He 
regretted the adversary role of 
the police. This must change he 
said. 

Action Taken Against Erring 
Policemen — Says Marwah 

Returning to the November 
1984 events the Gazette pointed 
out that Sikhs in the worst 
affected colonies were still 
highly nervous and that tbe 
impression remained that some 
of the police personnel who 
had been accused of anti-Sikh 
action and bias were still pos- 
ted those areas. "That is not 
correct" Mr. Marwah stated. 
"We have taken administrative 
measures" and he assured that 
any police officer or policeman 
who had an enquiry ending 
against him, against whom 
there were allegations, had been 
removed. He added that even 
now if there were any allega- 
tions "we will take action if it 
has not already been done." □ 
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The Bitter Truth of 'Karva Chauth' 



Kamla Bhasin 




In the month of October 
many married women in our 
country observe the fast of 
Karva Chauth. In some com- 
munities it is an absolute neces- 
sity for women to fast on this 
day for their husbands' long life 
and welfare and for the long life 
of their married life, their 



On one such holy' day I 
happened to be in a Karva 
Chauth' celebration' in an upper 
middle class family setting. All 
the men were in their usual 
wear, while the women were 
dressed up as brides, with 
heavy make-up, bridal saris and 
all the jewellery that goes with 
it. Inspite of all the make-up, 
the women looked tired and 
worn out as they had not had 
much to eat the whole day. 
Early in the morning, before 
sunrise, however, they must 
have all had their favourite 
delicacies. 

Religion, Gambling 
and Gorging 

The "party'' I was attending 
had been organised to kill the 
difficult time before moonrise, 
when they could all eat again. 
The best way to pass the time 
was of course to play cards 
with the usual high stakes. The 
gambling could not be dis- 
pensed with-no, not even on a 
'holy' day. During the card- 
game the men were unihibit- 
edly eating and drinking all the 
time. When one of the wives got 
a little irritated by this constant 
nibbling, she could not help 
complaining "Here we are dying 
of hunger for your welfare and 
there you are gorging away!" 
But her husband only retorted 
thoughtlessly," We never told 
you to observe such fasts'. It 
was not a very pleasant answer 



from a man for whom his wife 
was observing the dutiful fast of 
Karva Chauth but there it was! 

I could not help brooding at 
this atmosphere and at the tra- 
dition behind this fast. The set- 
ting was full of contradictions 
bejewelled brides, unkempt bride- 
grooms, fasting brides gambling 
with each other, hungry wives 
and over fed husbands. I looked 
on in vain trying to search for 
some sanctity in that room full 
of wives and husbands engaged 
in this odd assortment of con- 
tradictory roles. The one-sides 
wish for a long married life was 
very peculiar. Of what use could 
such a wish be without corres- 
ponding sentiments from the 
men? 

Boost to Male Ego 

The fast of Karva Chauth, like 
many other festivals and rituals 
in India, is yet another example 
of male-dominance in our soci- 
ety. It is a proof of the total 
dependence of a wife on her 
husband. It is a custom tailored 
to boost the male ego. Mothers 
not only in India but in many 
other cultures instil it in the 
minds of their daughters that 
their well-being lies in fanning 
their husbands' ego and in not 
having an ego or an indepen- 
dent mind of their own. The 
daughters are advised that toler- 
ance and suffering should be 
the strong points of their char- 
acter. 

The act of a wife, who fasts 
year after year for the long life 
of her husband is not entirely 
selfless. All these prayers for the 
husband s health and prosper- 
ity are actually for her own pros- 
perity, social standing and econo- 
mic security. The social and 
economic insecurity and depen- 



dence of women is the very 
rationale for the continuance of 
this one sided discriminatory 
ritual. 

Why is it that men are not 
expected to fast for the long life 
of their wives? Is it because the 
wife is not considered as impor- 
tant for the family and for him 
as he is for her? Is it because a 
bread earner is more important 
then the wife who gives birth to 
children, brings them up, works 
in the house without taking a 
day off on any gazetted holiday? 
If it is the earning capacity of a 
man which makes him so impor- 
tant, then why is it that both 
partners do not observe this fast 
in families where both husband 
and wife happen to be co-bread- 
winners? 

'Munnu's or Tunnu's Mother* 

It appears that the law-makers 
of society did not make it obli- 
gatory for men to observe such 
fasts because marriage and 
married life are not considered 
to be as important and sacro- 
sanct for men as for women. 
For a wife her husband and her 
children constitute her entirety. 
Her whole life and existence 
rotate round them. The day 
begins at home and it finishes 
there. She does not, and is not 
expected to, have a separate 
individuality, a self-identity. The 
well known Punjabi writer, 
Amrita Pritam writing about this 
says" Every woman has to live 
either through the medium of 
her husband or through the 
medium of her children. That is 
why her personal existence has 
no meaning. She has got only 
two names — wife' and mother', 
and both these names she gets 
through the existence of others. 
If she has a husband she 



becomes a wife, if she has 
children she becomes a mother 
. . ," This probably explains why 
most women in our educated 
classes are known as Mrs. So 
and So and in less /educated 
circles as Munnu or Tunnu's 
mother'! 

It is her total dependence on 
her husband that drives a wife 
to observe such fasts, that en- 
ables her to suffer injustice and 
to take pride in being called 
pati-vrata', loyal and devoted to 
her husband. In the welfare of 
her husband lies her welfare. 

If the husband rises in the 
hierarchy, she is automatically 
pulled up as well. If he is a 
thanedar' she is a 'thanedarni,' 
and if he is a seth she is a 
sethani'. 

Ultimate Shame 

But if a man should become 
known because of his wife, the 
whole world sympathises or rid- 
icules him. I have heard men 
despise the unmanliness' of the 
Duke of Edinburgh only because 
he is not as important as his 
wife. Feroze Gandhi was pitied 
by many men only because his 
wife Indira Gandhi was better 
known than him. For a man to 
be a junior officer, to be a less 
known person that his wife is 
almost to suffer the ultimate in 
shame, it is something men's 
ego does not allow them to tol- 
erate for too long. 

Our society has devised many 
customs to rationalise and spiri- 
tualise the lack of an indepen- 
dent personality in women and 
one such anachronistic custom 
is Karva Chauth.' 

A man is not required to fast 
for his Suhag' because his wife 
and children are not his be-all 
and end-all. His identity, persona- 



lity and existence are not limited 
to his being married. If 
married had been the 
important fact of his life, he 
would also have been fasting 
and carrying on him all the 
symbols of marriage like the 
sindhur' mangal sutra' and 
bindi'. His lite unftke that of a 
wife, is not unidimensional. Life 
for a husband has many dimens- 
ions, his family life being only 
one of them. 

Manu's Recommendations 

A husband would only ob- 
serve a fast for the welfare of his 
wife if his life was somehow 
empty without her and without 
marriage. He would fast for the 
long life of his wife, if liis wife's 
death would result in total dar- 
kness for him; if being a wid- 
ower would mean living like a 
corpse clad in white and lead- 
ing a life of a social untouch- 
able like widow's life. But fortun- 
ately for a man this is not so 
Becoming a widower need not 
be a nightmare for him, because 
the same sage' Manu who con- 
sidered widow-remarriage a sin, 
recommended an early re- 
marriage for a widower. 

Moreover even while his wife 
is around a husband can have 
relations with other women. 
Our society has even created 
bazaars for his convenience 
where he can purchase women's 
bodies of any size, colour and 
price. If a women were to 
indulge in similar pastimes, she 
would not be spared the full 
force of society's wreth. For the 
same crime our religious and 
highly spiritual society holds 
two different kinds of punish- 
ment. Amrita Pritam describes 
the double standards with 
insight and feeling when she 
writes "A woman's sin is like a 
flower which does not sink. It 
stays on the surface of the 
water and speaks loudly. The 
sins of men are like stones. 
They immediately sink deep 
down. No one even hears about 
them.". 

Democratic Marriages 

If we believe in democratic 
values, marriage as a social 
institution should also reflect 
such values. If marriage is to be 
more than a union of two 
bodies, if it is not to be reduced 
to legalised prostitution, then it 
will have to be between two 
partners, between two indi- 
viduals. Marriage must provide 
space for both personalities to 
grow and bloom and thus contri- 
bute to a beautiful harmonious 
relationship based on equality. 

When such marriages become 
the norm, we will find that both 
husband and wife will observe 
the fast of Karva Chauth.' How 
beautiful Karva Chauth' will be 
when both husband and wife 
renew their ties, when both rej- 
oice their marital status, both 
pray for each others long life. 
On such Karva Chauths' the 
love and understanding bet- 
ween couples will make it un- 
necessary for them to gamble to 
kill time. Such Karva-Chauths' 
will be the proof of a meaning- 
ful marriage, of equality within 
families. However, distant such 
a reality, let us at least dream 
about it! # 
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Vivan Sundram Explains 

'Black Arena' and Reflects 
on November '86 



B 



lack Arena painted in 
. November ins.", reflects 
'upon the 'riots thai took 
place a year earlier in Delhi 
after the assassination of Indira 
Gandhi. It is a well known tact 
that the organised holocaust let! 
over three thousand dead ot the 
Sikh community burnt in their 
tomes M attered over the ave- 
nues and gullies of Delhi 1 he 
dominant centre space in the 
painting is a grand visla. a void, 
a dark negative which dimk 
reveals what we do not want to 
see. charred, rietbnned tody. 
I'm- the rest our memory may 
smell it in the ash grey on the 
horizon towards this direction, 
away from the viewer recedes 
the isolated man who w ith neg- 
ative purpose decides to ami 
himself to kill irrationally. 

Although present forces at- 
tempt to push our man in a 
white shirt i next to the burnt 
laxi, besides his burnt brother 
in a tangle to twisted metal and 
debris) to the 

periphery, he sits stoicly, his 
strong forearms revealing the 
worker that he is. He takes the 
spectator into confidence, he is 
here to stay And so is the 
woman standing upright against 
the charred wall; she is here to 
stay. Her gaze traverses across 
the void, to the centre of the 
arena, where she and her com- 
munity have a right to belong 

This arena has predators on 
the right, looming large, lor they 




have been responsible for this 
theatre of violence, directed 
with impunity. Unlike the victim 
they have the wherewithal! to 
camouflage themselves — and 
that's how they appear in the 
painting. It is only a peoples 
voice thai will name them, bring 
them to dock 

Hut the problem is much 
more elusive and complex; 
human beings are assaulted 
often outside our immediate 
view and comprehension and 
it's only when contemporary 
saints, people of vision, come 
cascading down the void, that 
we are shocked into grasping a 
crisis so great. 

The blue unfurled turban 
floats in the sky like a heraldic 
signal - of death or peace □ 



Answer Me, Answer Me — 
My City 



Arpana Caur 



This is no more my city. Yes- 
terday it was. 

It was the city of my birth, 
the city with the widest roads 
lined with the most fragrant 
trees where domes and minarets 
sprouted out of the soil like liv- 
ing spirits. 

I loved it for all it was. 

Today fear stalks these same 
streets. 

Who are these wild mobs 
bursting into homes and drag- 
ging out helpless . men and 
alighting them as if they were a 
heap of straw? 

Who are these mute specta- 
tors watching the gruesome 
torch of flame once a human 



being'' 

Who are these wailing women 
and children crying for justice 
and why are their voices un- 
heard' 

Why are certain people sin- 
gled out just by appearance and 
for no crime they have commit- 
ted, hunted clown and killed 
like rats. , 

And who has snatched away 
their upright pride? Who has 
snatched away the men from 
their families and left scars of 
fear in the haunted eves of their 
widowed wives and orphaned 
children? 

Answer me, answer me — my 
citv. 
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• Minority Rights 

• Civil Liberties 

• Equality for Women 

• Democratic Values 

• Environmental Protection 



The Balance Sheet is 



This is the time to remember Delhi's 72 hours of shame. 
Two years ago the capital witnessed an orgy of unprecedented 
savagery, a crime against humanity which is recorded in the 
world's infamous roll of horrors that man has perpetrated on 
his fellow man. Let us look at the balance sheet two years 
later. Hundreds of families moum their dead. Those accused 
of brutal murder, rape, arson and loot, or of instigating the 
perpetrators, remain unpunished. For many citizens the 
Indian state remains unexonerated, at best of failure to pro- 
tect its citizens, at worst of covert participation in the violence 
by some of its representatives. The name of the ruling Con- 
gress (I) party is still tarnished. 

The report commissioned by the Delhi Police to assess 
the actions of the force during the days when the mob took 
over the capital, remains incomplete, unrevealed. The Misra 
Commission, belatedly appointed by the government to 
investigate aspects of the violence gave its report more than 
18 rrlonths after the events. But, in spite of its strictly re- 
stricted terms of reference and its unusual mode of investiga- 
tion, its contents remain secret. 

No one in public office, no leader, national or local, of 
the ruling Congress, has expressed regret that nearly four 
thousand innocent citizens of this country, almost every one 
of them male, of all ages, were murdered in cold blood in 72 
hours in India's capital. No resolution of Parliament has con- 
demned the killings. Or expressed sympathy for the hundreds 
of widows, fatherless children, bereaved families. 

For the Sikh community the balance sheet is red, its 
colour relieved only by the help and sympathy of private 
organisations like the Nagrik Ekta Manch, the civil rights 
bodies, plus a handful of individuals. Add to this the rehabili- 
tation of widows and the paltry compensation given to some 
victims, woefully inadequate compared to their losses. That is 
the only balm for the deep wounds, both physical and 
psychological. 

The November holocaust gave birth to a doubt that 
festers deep and sadly in the majority of Sikhs everywhere — 
where do they belong? It has left a sense of fear and insecu- 
rity, new, hateful and humiliating to a proud integral section 
of the Indian people. It is the cruel proof that to be a Sikh is to 
be vulnerable, to be a second class citizerr where the protec- 
tion of the state is concerned, to be suspect, without justi- 
fication. 

Let us be honest. Ever since November 1984 Sikhs out- 
side Punjab feel they are living on top of a powder keg which 
can be ignited at any moment. After General Vaidya's assas- 
sination a perceptive Hindu noticed that many Sikhs did not 
go to work in the Bombay suburbs that day. He noticed three 
Sikh youngsters travelling together, fear and bravado equally 
perceptible, in the hope of safety in numbers. On October 
2nd in Delhi this year we have described elsewhere the in- 
security that immediately surfaced in the resettlement 
colonies. In affluent areas too many Sikhs stayed home until 
they were sure no trouble had flared up. Terrorist killings in 
Abohar immediately triggered off an anti-Sikh backlash. It 
was contained. But the truth is that there is no sense of 
security. 

Delhi's Commissioner of Police, Ved Marwah, categori- 
cally stated in an interview with The Forum Gazette (page 3) 
that November 1984 cannot be repeated. But can anyone 
guarantee that those who preach hatred and violence, 
will not take advantage of blind emotions and deliberately 
build up votebanks for a repeat performance? The legacy of 
November 1984 is that to Sikhs it appears that their lives hang 
on an assassin's bullet. 

For again, let us be honest. With the nexus existing bet- 
ween militant, trishul wielding 'senas" and their shadowy 
political mentors, with popular 'netas' like Bal Thackeray 
warning Sikhs — and Muslims — to mend their ways, or else, 
the country, not the Sikhs alone, faces a deepening crisis for 
survival. In this climate can anyone in government ensure that 
the November holocaust was a one time event' 1 

Perhaps not. But what the government can do is to 
punish the guilty of November 1984 — the Misra Commission 
report is not relevant to this. It can ensure that unnecessary, 
unprovoked harassment by the police of Sikhs, particularly 
the youth, in. any way, is stopped everywhere. Doordarshan 
and All India Radio can reverse their past policy of besmirch- 
ing the reputation of the Sikh community. Parliament can 
condemn the killings, and recognise that this was not a riot in 
the routine sense. The government can fulfill its obligations to 
the uprooted who still seek restitution. 

The Sikhs don't want a balm. They are not masochists 
who revel in pain. They want their right to live in dignity and 
security, in trust and friendship. Their doubt of where they 
belong must be dissipated. The government can show the 
way. / 



Recalling Novemb 




Since 1984, 
come Novem- 
ber and every 
concerned ci- 
tizen of this 
country should 
sit up and 
think. It calls 
for major introspection, to 
get behind why what hap- 
pened on those 3 fateful days 
happened, and relate such 
introspection to our larger 
failure to build a more just, 
equitable, compassionate and 
humane social order. 

Those three days that shook 
the conscience of so many 
Indians exposed a polity that 
had lost its bearings, one in 
which basic and common aspi- 
rations of the people of India 
were sidetracked for the sake of 
different and divided ends of 
personal survival in office, group 
vendetta and communal vio- 
lence. Since then the country is 
moving along a long tunnel of 
narrowing options for diverse 
communities and classes. Where 
it will take its various constitu- 
tents is extremely difficult to 
say, Unless, as I said above, we 
are willing to see it all in a 
comprehensive context and work 
our way away from the ever 
darkening abyss towards which 
we as a State and as a people 
seem to be moving. 

Nov. 84 Not Like 1947 

November 1984 was not like 
the dark days of 1947; the anal- 
ogy that is sometimes drawn, 
and intentionally by some, is 
wholly facile. In 1947 a country 
was split into two — through 
agreement among rival parties 
at the end of much discord and 
through determined intervention 
by an exhausted colonial power. 
The breach that November 1984 
heralded could conceivably lead 
to a similar consequence if we 
manage to mismanage our affaire 
as we seem to be doing, though 
at the moment the chance 
seems remote and will be resi- 
sted not just by the Indian State 
but by the large majority of the 
people too (belonging to all 
communities). But what took 
place in November 1984 was not 
that at all. it was not some split- 
ting and dividing. of a State that 
took place in Delhi, Kanpur, 
Bukaro and other places. What 
was being split was the .spirit 
and soul of a composite culture, 
one that (despite the Partition! 
has continued to fined its iden- 
tity in a conception of unity 
that is based on respect of 
diversities and their distinctive 
cultures and social codes. 

Disasters and Suffering in 
Quick Succession 

I have no interest in recalling 
the horrendous carnage of a 
community that took place then 
nor to discuss the Punjab prob- 
lem or the growth of the com- 
munal virus across communi- 
ties. For, as we think about that 
traumatic episode today, 2 years 
later, it becomes clear that we 
stand at a completely different 
vantage point, in which these 
matters have become part of a 
much larger divide between 
those who are "in" and those 
who are "out" along so many 
different, dimensions that are all 



gradually converging. One that 
calls for a candid and compre- 
hensive stock-taking as a means 
of finding our way out of the 
mess we are in and begin to 
create an alternative system to 
the one that made possible the 
massacre of November 1984, the 
Bhopal tragedy, the anti-reserva- 
tion and communal riots that 
took place in Ahmedabad, all in 
qucik succession, as well as the 
many less dramatic disasters 
and sufferings that have taken 
place all along. 

Four Dangerous Tendencies 

Among the tendencies high- 
lighted by November 1984 that 
have steadily gained in both 
magnitude and quality four 
stand out in a striking manner. 
One is the growing currency of 
violence as a means of change, 
other means I political, institu- 
tional, professional! having stea- 
dily lost out. We are caught in a 
major epidemic of violence 
which is becoming a way of life, 
a language of communication, a 
profession and technology in 
which scores of people specia- 
lise. It is not only fast picking 
up and spreading from one 
field to another but also seems 
to work and get attention while 
all others seem to be failing. It 
has become the most important 
currency in the political mar- 
ketplace. Little is being done to 
arrest this. For little is being 
done to rebuild institutions. If 
anything there is a further dis- 
mantling of institutions that is 
under way. And most issues are 
increasingly becoming law and 



Rajnl Kothari 

from Rajiv to Ribeiro). And of 
course that is the behaviour 
of those on the other side of 
the barricade. Gun for gun. 
Enemy for enemy. Brutality of 
one side reinforcing brutality 
of the other. There can be no 
winners in this game, nor is 
it any longer restricted to 
Punjab or Kashmir. It is 
spreaing. This doctrine of 
revenge, of blood for blood. It 
cannot end except by a genera- 
lised amnesty followed by 
resumption of dialogue wher- 
ever it has been ruptured. 

Third, November 1984 would 
not have taken place rf the 
national leadership had not 
moved away from concentrating 
on urgent economic and politi- 
cal tasks to inciting public sen- 




Concerned journalists broke through offic 
thF *-'jf/7 to 1 




Self-help 'Langar' style in Nanaksar Ashra 
'refugees' organising themselves to t 



The Nagrik Ekta Manch broke through community and religious barri 

order issues. Without understan- 
ding that such an approach 
further endorses the primacy of 
violence. 

The second tendency that 
got expressed so dramatically 
in November 1984 and has 
grown since is the call given 
then for revenge' (at that 
time against an assassination 
which itself was a form of 
revenge) which has since 
spread in the form of an 
atmosphere of hatred and 
animosity — of hitting instead 
of healing, confrontation in- 
stead of conciliation, encoun- 
ters instead of round tables, 
senas instead of peace com- 
mittees. This is the behaviour 
of the establishments (from 
the political to the police, 
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replete with the cry of the State 
caste and other divisive factors 
for electroal gains. From the call 
for garibi hatao and for a 
nation-building process based 
on that call to the call for desh 
bachao in 1984 which in fact is 
estabilising the whole nation- 
building enterprise. From a win- 
ning coalition' consisting of var- 
ious segments of the under- 
privileged that was based on a 
call for justice to a decisive 
margin that the Hindu hear- 
tland was supposed to provide, 
based on a call for security 
instead of justice. No wonder 
that such a shift has precipi- 
tated the advent of the two 
Indias' phenomenon. And it is 
affecting all communities. 

The fourth, and in many ways 
the more crucial message of 
November 1984, which too has 
since grown in significance, lay 
in danger', resulting in near- 
unanimity — across parties — 
on issues like Operation Blu- 
estar and the passing of the 



manipulation of the news to bring 
public. 



A new Indian phenomenon — 'refugee' status for full-fledged citizens. 




to come to the aid ot the stricken Sikh community. An example the government could have learnt from. 



'here were many examples of 
control over their iives. 




timents around communal, 
in the fact that major institu- 
tions of the system were found 
to have backed out from fulfil- 
ling their appointed roles. The 
government of the day had 
ceased to exist lagain from top 
politicians, except for mafia ele- 
ments in the ruling party, to the 
policei. The Opposition parties 
seemed to be suffering from 
amnesia and, except for joining 
some peace march here or 
there, were conspicuous by 
their absence. The judiciary was 
found to be paralysed Iwith 
some judges found to engage in 
extremely hillarious abuses 
heaped on journalists and civil 
liberties activistsl. As for the Par- 
liament, it seemed to have cap- 
itulated before an atmosphere 



Black Laws. 

Shift away from urgent tasks 

While each of these tenden- 
cies showed up sharply in 
November 1984, they had been 
growing before that and have 
greatly precipitated since. We 
have seen this in the case of 
violence, the politics of revenge 
and hatred and the shift away 
from attending to urgent tasks 
of social and economic trans- 
formation to getting obsessed 
by communal and ethnic rival- 
ries. But the same is the case 
with the behaviour of institu- 
tions. In the declining role of 
government and politics in medi- 
ating conflicts. In the conspicu- 
ous absence of political parties 
whereever these assume alarm- 



ing magnitudes. In the spine- 
lessness of the judiciary and the 
ficklemindedness of parliamenta- 
rians. 

Dedicated Work 

In November 1984, but for the 
dedicated work of the Nagrik 
Ekta Manch, a wholly non-party 
citizen body and the investiga- 
tions by PUDR-PUCL and others, 
the trauma of the sikhs would 
have been just unbearable and 
would have exploded into irra- 
tional acts of revenge in Punjab 
that would have been difficult 
to contain. This erosion of the 
institutions of the State — the 
administration, the parties, the 
courts, the Parliament — con- 
tinues to be the case today. No 
better evidence for this is needed 
that a cursory look at the way 
the month of November this 
year has been planned. by the 
government and various so-called 
voluntary' bodies. 

November Tamashas 

There will be a- series of 
dynastic festivities — 2 years of 
Rajiv Gandhi, Indira Gandhi s 
birthday which is also sup- 
posed to inaugurate a special 
programme on the environment, 
Grandpa's birthday which will 
be used to mobilise thousands 
of well-dressed children round 
the country into the ongoing 
festivities. And, to cap it all, a 
Delhi mela of culture and art 
and dance and music in the 
streets for which a high official 
of the Prime Minister's Secreta- 
riat has been put in charge and 
the Delhi Administration and 
the DDA have been asked to 
gear up. All meant to educate 
the people in Indian culture, 
including popular folk cultures, 
through entertaining them! The 
joke of it all, of course, is that a 
good part of these celebrations 
are to take place in Trans- 
Jamuna, Tilak Nagar and other 
areas where the victims of 
November 1984 are still to be 
found while doing very little to 
heat their wounds either by 
bringing the culprits to book or 
by removing the reasons for 
their persisting insecurity. Yet 
another instance of diverting 
attention from real tasks, essen- 
tially by engaging the public 



mind through communications 
media, both modern and tradi- 
tional. Hoping that through enter- 
tainment it could be immun- 
ised from polities'. From what 
happened two years ago, or has 
been happening since — in 
thirsty Rajasthan, in turbulent 
Punjab and Kashmir, in terror- 
stricken districts of rural Bihar 

The system that created 
November 1984 and the grow- 
ing marginalisation of both 
the poor and the minorities 
since then is crying for an 
alternative. But this cannot 
come from within the estab- 
lished institutions, at any rate 
not as they are functioning 
today. Can it come from out- 
side them, pushing them in a 
different direction? 



Shock . . . and 
Agreement 

Sir, 

1 am in complete agreement 
that the Misra Commission 
report must be made public 
and all those responsible for the 
November riots must be given 
the most severe punishment, 
namely the same thai the ter- 
rorists ought to be given. 

However, I am shocked to 
read the 2 articles Face to Face 
with Chauhan' and Dal Khalsa 
Moves to London'. These arti- 
cles clearly talk of Khalistan. To 
give space to such opinions in 
your paper is completely wrong 
Also wrong is the way the Shi\ 
Sena leader Mr. Bal Thackeray 
spoke as reported in your edito 
rial. 

The biggest tragedy that our 
country faces today is that we 
have the wrong people in polit- 
ics. Most politicians be they of 
Cong(I), Akali or other parties 
are bad. 

I do appreciate your fighting 
all these forces but printing 
articles about Khalistan is un- 
forgiveable. Fight the wrongs of 
Hindus, Muslims and Sikhs but 
in doing this don t do wrong 
thing yourself. 

RAJEEV SETHI 
Room No. 38 
A-31, Kailash Colony, 
\ew Delhi- 110048 
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Two Women Bag Alternative Nobel Prize 

Right Livelihood Awards for Dangers of Nuclear Radiation 

Gazette News Service 



The 1986 Right Livelihood 
Awards, worth a total of S 
lot). 000, have been won 
bv two women scientists. DR. 
ALICE STF.VVART iUKI and DR. 
ROSALIE BERTELL i CANADA:, 
world authorities on the dangers 
of low -level nuclear radiation: 
bv EVARISTO Nl'GKUAG iPERUl, 
principal spokesman tor the 
Amazon Indians; and by the 
LAOAKH ECOLOGICAL DEVELOP- 
MENT CROUP of INDIA, who 
work on low-cost solar energy 
projects and to preserve tradi- 
tional culture in the high Hima- 
lavas. The Honorary Award goes 
to the AUSTRIAN futurist Pro- 
fessor ROBERT JUNGK. 

The Awards, popularly know n 
as the Alternative Nobel Prizes, 
will be presented to the reci- 
pients by Jakob von Uexkull, 
founder -chairman of the Right 
Livelihood Foundation, in a cere- 
mony in the Swedish Parlia- 
ment in Stockholm on Decem- 




ber 8th. First instituted in 1980, 
the awards have so far been 
won by 29 people and organisa- 
tions from 20 countries, who, in 
the opinion of the international 
jury, "work on practical and 
exemplary solutions to the most 
urgent problems of todav ". 
Dr. Alice STEWART, Fellow of 



the Royal College of Physicians, 
Senior Research Fellow at the 
University of Birmingham (UK), 
world authority and pioneer on 
radiation epidemiology', was the 
first to prove that fetal X-rays 
caused childhood cancers. This 
established the international 
medical basis for the reduction 
and elimination of the radiation 
exposure of pregnant women. 
Dr. Stewart assembled and dir- 
ected the Oxford Survey of 
Childhood Cancers and con- 
ducted the Hanford Nuclear 
Workers Study, which confir- 
med cancer risks far below lev- 
els considered "safe". Her study 
of the aftereffects of the Atomic 
Bombs on Hiroshima and Naga- 
saki suggests that residual 
deaths from high dose radiation 
may be many times greater than 
previously estimated. She is the 
Scientific Director of the Inter- 
national Radiation Research and 
Training Institute, with offices 
in the I S. I he UK, West Ger- 
many and Japan, whose objec- 
tive is to further the study of 
radiation and its environmental 
effects. She has published more 
than 340 scientific papers. 

Dr. Rosalie BERTELL, a Grey 
Nun of the Sacred Heart, and 
world authority on low-level 
radiation, is the author of NO 
IMMEDIATE DANGER. Prognosis 
for a Radioactive Earth", and of 
over 90 papers. She is founder- 
director of the International 
Institute of Concern for Public 
Health in Toronto, Canada, 
which works to raise public 
awareness about the destruc- 
tion of the biosphere and the 
human gene pool. She has 
worked as consultant to several 
US and Canadian governmental 
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agencies and is one of the 
founding commissioners of the 
International Commission for 
Health Professionals in Geneva 
and Editor-in-Chief of Interna- 
tional Perspectives in Public- 
health. In 1978, she co-founded 
the Ministry of Concern lor Pub- 
lic Health in Buffalo iNevv Vorkl, 
where she was Senior Research 
Scientist at Roswell Park Memo- 
rial Institute. Her research pro- 
jects include: 

— the Tri-State leukemia Survey 

— death rates of infants down- 
wind from nuclear power plants 
in Wisconsin 

— birth defects of Navajo Indi- 
ans exposed to nuclear testing 
and uranium mining in Nevada 

— probable genetic damage to 
of Japanese nuclear- 



workers. 

She also runs a programme of 
medical assistance for Mar-shall 
Islanders in the Pacific and for 
others affected by militarism 
and pollution. 

Evaristo NUGKUAG, President 
of AIDESEP Ithe Inter-Ethnic 
Association for the Development 
of the Permian Amazon) was 
the central figure in the contro- 
versial expulsion of Werner- Ber- 
zog's film crew in 1979 from 
Aguaruna Indian tribal territory. 
In 1981, he founded AIDESEP, 
involving more than 10 Peruvian 
Indian organisations to protect 
Indian land rights, health, edu- 
cation and culture. AIDESEP 
places great emphasis on protec- 
ting smaller, more vulnerable 
tribes, and the Amazon Indians 




Landowners Depriving the Poor 
of Community Land 



in Jaati Khurd village some 
families own land while 
others are landless. But 
now the landowner families 
are trying to accentuate 
this inequality by denying 
the poor access to com- 
munity land where their 
cattle have always grazed. 

Jaati Khurd village is loca- 
ted at a distance of about 
30 Kms. from Delhi, in 
Sonepat district of Haryana, a 
state which has been in the 
forefront in the spread of the 
green revolution. This small vil- 
lage has been simmering with 
tension for several months 
tensions which has already- 
erupted into violence. Despite 
the setting up of a police camp 
here, the weaker sections — 
specially the 'harijans' continue 
to feel insecure and some of 
these families have already left 
this village. 

Nearly eighty of the total 110 
families in the village belong to 
the middle — level peasent 
caste of 'jats' while most of the 
remaining families belong to 
scheduled castes (harijans) or 
other backward castes whose 
socio-economic condition is not 



very different from that of the 
harijans. The jat families own 
almost nearly all of the 180 
acres of cultivated land in the 
village and in addition also cul- 
tivate on lease nearly 45 acres of 
community land. The village 
Panchayat is also dominated by 
jats — five members are jats 
while the sixth Iby law he 
should be a harijani, Khajan 
Singh represents the scheduled 
castes. Harijans generally do not 
own any land at all and in fact 
they are deprived of work as 
agricultural laboures as this 
work is increasingly being given 
to migrant labourers whom the 
landowners find easier to con- 
trol. Similarly, while brick-kilns 
are functioning in this village, 
most workers employed here 
are migrants. 

Brick kilns are a source of 
high profit, specially when these 
are located on Panchayat land. 
If private land is rented for this 
purpose Rs. 100,000 would have 
to be paid, while the panchayat 
land can be obtained for Rs. 
30000. In fact, panchayat land 
has been obtained for this pur- 
pose on a five-year lease with a 
provision of extending the lease 
for another five yeas. Thus not 
only agricultural land, but adso 
other resources are being used 



in a way that leaves out the 
poorest sections. 

From the point of view of the 
weaker sections who are mostly 
landless, it is important that 
they should at least be able to 
make use of the community 
land for the purpose of grazing 
cattle. This is why they feel very 
strongly that community land 
should not be taken away for 
brick kilns, which are operated 
in a way which only enriches a 
few already well-off persons. On 
the other hand some well-to-do 
landowners and brick kiln ow- 
ners have been conspiring to 
take control of this land for 
brick-kilns. 

As a first step in this direc- 
tion, the jats with the help' of 
some officials succeeded in get- 
ting a separate Panchayat for 
Jaati Khurd village — earlier 
there was a joint panchayat for 
Jaati Khurd and Jaati Kalaan vil- 
lages. The purpose of this div- 
ision was to give the jats a clear 
majority in Jaati Khurd village. 

Once this was done it was 
easy for the sarpanch (head- 
man) of Jaati Khurd, Raj Singh, 
to lease out some panchayat 
land for a brick kiln. The hari- 
jans formed a landless peasants 
struggle committee, organised 
protest demonstrations and ap- 



pealed against this decision of 
the sarpanch to higher officials. 
The sub-divisional officer gave a 
decision in favour of the 



In 1983 this controversy was 
revived when following fresh 
panchayat elections the new 
sarpanch again illegally leased 
18 acres of land to brick kiln 
owners. Again the harijans 
protested. 

This time, however, the events 
have taken a more violent turn. 
Khajan Singh, the harijan mem- 
ber of the panchayat, has been 
attacked and injured, his mother 
and sister have been similarly 
assaulted, his small shop has 
been destroyed. After these in- 
cidents, his and some other 
harijan families were forced to 
leave the village. Threats to Khajan 
Singh have continued. The 
policemen sent for the protec- 
tion of the harijans of this vil- 
lage have been accepting the 
hospitality of the oppressor 
elements. 

Thus the propertied, already 
better-off sections seem to be 
meeting with success in their 
efforts to further deprive the 
weaker sections of their due 
place and store in the village 
economy. • 
Mukul-N.F S. INDIA 



are being heard for the first 
time in history as a result of its 
work By 1984, the coordinating 
body for the Indian Organisa- 
tions of the Amazon basin the 
Coordinadora, representing half 
the Indians of six Amazon 
countries, had been formed with 
Evaristo Nugkuag as its first 
president. 

The LADAKH ECOLOGICAL 
DEVELOPMENT GROUP, located 
in the high Himalayan region of 
north-west India, works to pre- 
serve traditional culture and 
values against the onslaught of 
tourism and development It 
has introduced appropriate tech- 
nologies, such as solar-heater 1 
Trombe wall houses, solar watt 
heaters, dryers, and cookers. A 
broad educational programme 
includes traditional medicine, 
village arts and plays, radio dis- 
cussion programmes and a news- 
letter Ladakh, a sparsely-popu- 
lated, arid region, mostly over 
12,000 ft. in altitude, was rarely 
visited bv foreigners before 1975, 
when Helena NORBERG-HODGE, 
co-founder of the group, settled 
there. Today, the group is com- 
posed of some of the most 
respected citizens of the region. 
They point out that Ladakhi 
culture is in tune with ecologi- 
cal principles, and can teach 
the West about post-industrial 
values. THUPSTAN CHHEWANG, 
Director of the Ladakh Ecologi- 
cal Development Group, is also 
programme director of All India 
Radio at Leh, the capital of 
Ladakh. 

Professor Robert JUNGK is the 
author of many books over the 
last 30 years from the famous 
Brighter Than A Thousand 
Suns" to "The Nuclear State", 
which highlight the dangers of 
nuclear weapons and nuclear 
energy. He argues that the 
nature of the nuclear industry 
makes accidents inevitable, and 
that the security required in the 
nuclear state is incompatible 
with democracy. His "Future 
Workshops' aim to show so- 
called ordinary people that they 
need not be powerless victims 
of future scenarios selected by 
others. The jury honours in 
Robert Jungk an indefatigable 
fighter for sane alternatives and 
ecological awareness, whose 
message is now more timely 
and urgent than ever. • 
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What Sikh Humour is All About MORE EQUAL 



Sikh jokes and jokes about 
the Sikhs are two differ- 
ent things; the only thing 
they have in common is that 
they are largely made up bv 
Sikhs themselves. Sikh jokes are 
usually about the tough and 
militant Nihangs; their sexuaJ 
virility, their simple-mindedness 
and behaviouri under the influ- 
ence of bhang lhashish) to 
which they are reputed to be 
extremely partial. The Nihangs 
have coined a vocabulary of 
their own, most of which traces 
back to their militant past and 
adversity in battle. An individual 
will refer to himself as a fauj or 
an army, or, sawa lakh i.e. one 
hundred and twenty-five thou- 
sand men. Large numbers of 
them have been reduced to 
beggary. But they do not beg' 
for alms, they impose a 'tax' 
v and demand it of the people 
they visit. The poorest of food is 



According to Khushwant Singh 

given fancy names. Thus onions 
are ruppa or silver', parched 
gram almonds, wild berries 
grapes and chillie, the quarrel- 



Dalip Singh 




some dame'. When they want to 
urinate they ask Can I frighten 
off a cheetah?' A satisfactory 
performance at the lavatory is 
described as the conquest of 
the great fort of Chittor '.. 



Jokes about the Sikhs are 
invariably about their simple- 
mindedness. For many years 
these have been hitched on to 
the senior most Sikh Minister in 
the Punjab or the Central Govern- 
ment. As a rule Indians are 
extremely sensitive about fun 
being made of them and resent 
even the midest leg-pull. The 
Sikhs are an exception to this 
rule. They not only enjoy anec- 
dotes about themselves but are 
also the authors of most of 
them. This attitude is born out 
of a sense of confidence that in 
any profession: farming, soldier- 
ing, medicine, science or art, 
they can and do outsmart their 
sister communities, the Hindus, 
Muslims or Christians. It is very 
much the same case as that of 
the Scots who perpetuate the 
legend of their meanness in the 
confidence of being more gene- 
rous than their denigrators. 



And the Meanings Behind Sikh Names 



Also According to Khushwant Singh 



All Sikh men are named 
Singh and all Sikh wo- 
men Kaur'; but all Singhs 
and Kaurs are not Sikhs, the 
name Singh which means lion 
and its female counterpart 
Kaur were common amongst 
the Hindu martial classes like 
the Rajputs and Gurkhas long 
before Guru Gobind Singh made 
them obligatory for all his fol- 
owers. The Guru had two objects 
in view when he made the 
ordinance. The easiest way of 
>#ing a person's caste was by 
name. In making all Sikhs 
Singhs' he made them into one 



Pritam Singhs living in the same 
street may after some time 
accept third names descriptive 
of their appearance to differen- 
tiate them e.g. Pritam Singh 
Dhiddal (one with a paunch) 
and Pritam Singh Ainki (one- 
who-wears glasses). Following 
the English custom the practice 
of using two initials before a 
name has been adopted by the 
more anglicised e.g. A.S. Malik 
IMaliks are AhluwaJias) or B.S. 
Grewal (Grewals are a tribe of 
Jats), or, in the American form 
Dalip S. Saund (Saunds are 
Ramgarhias). This re-introduc- 




This boy could end-up being named 'Mistry Singh'. 



franternity. The choice 
of Singh' and Kaur' taken as 
they were from a fighting peo- 
ple had obvious psychological 
value. 

The fact that all Sikhs are 
Singhs does not cause as much 
confusion as one might believe. 
With popular first names like 
Bahvant, Dalip, Harbans, Jogin- 
der, Jaswant, etc., it is usual to 
attach another e.g. the name of 
the village as in Pratap Singh 
Kairon or Sohan Singh Bhakna. 
Quite often descriptive words 
are coined for the incumbents 
to distinguish them. Thus two 



tion of the caste in the name is 
contrary to orthodox tradition. 
The literati usually have poetic 
names under which they write 
and which they use as appen- 
dages to their real names e.g. 
Sohan Singh 'Josh' ifervour), Hira 
Singh Dard' (suffering) or Gur- 
mukh Singh 'Musafir' (Wayfarer). 

Amongst Sikhs, the first 
names for men and women are 
common: only the suffix Singh' 
and Kaur' distinguish the sex 
e.g. a Sunder Singh's Sister can 
be a Sundar Kaur. Sikh girls of 
the middle classes have begun 
to take on Hindu names like 



Usha, Uma, Kamla, etc., without 
the suffix Kaur' because such 
names are exclusively effe- 
minate. 

The Sikhs are no more con- 
scious of the meaning of names 
they give to their children than 
parents of any other commun- 

lion, can result in many ludi- 
crous combinations e.g. Gopal 
Singh— the lion of the cow- 
herds, Santa Singh, the saintly 
lion, or, like the name of the 
author himself, the happy lion. 
Some names are however given 
with the meaning in mind. 
Thus a child born at his moth- 
er's parents (Nanakey) will often 
be named Nanak as was the 
founder of the faith, or, if it is a 
girl, Nanaki. Then there is a set 
of wishful names. During 
Mughal rule many boys were 
named Delhi-Tor-Singh (the 
lion-who-will-break-Delhi); 
during the British rule such 
names became London-Tor-Singh. 
These sorts of names were cur- 
rent amongst Nihang Singhs. 
Because of the military tradi- 
tion, names like Jarnail (General), 
Karnail (Colonel) or Kaptan 
(Captain) became current. 
Among the peasants a fair child 
is often named as Angrez (Eng- 
lish), or as Bugga (White). There 
are some names which are not 
found amongst the sophisti- 
cated city dwellers and obtain 
only among rustics e.g. Shangh- 
ara, Jhimma, Balkar. 

Sikh names like the faith 
derive both from Muslim and 
Hindu sources. Thus names like 
Iqbal, Nawab, Qurban, Mubarak 
are Persian and of Muslim 
origin. The majority of Sikh 
names are, however, of Sanskrit 
and of Hindu lineage: Ranjit, 
Surjit, Daljit (victors in battle) or 
Baldev (the god of power). Even 
English names have now come 
into vogue amongst the princely 
families. Peter, David, Billy or 
Anne, Pearl and Jioney are 
known to be used in preference 
to the real Sikh ones. And an 
ambitious but anglicised father 
living in Delhi is known to have 
named his four sons Gentle 
Singh, Humble Singh, Noble 
Singh and Simple Singh. • 



All men are bom equal', 
claim the philosophers. 
But sooner or later every- 
one claims to be more equal, in 
one thing or the other. One- 
upmanship is something that 
none of us can resist. And to 
achieve it, we go to any length 
— miles of vulgarity and kilo- 
meters of very sincere in- 
sincerity. 

Some time ago two of my 
colleagues in the office fought 
for the distinction of being 
"blackest" in the office. When I, 
as chosen arbitrator, declared 
one of them the winner, the 
other retorted angrily that the 
winner "may have darker skin 
than mine, but I have a far uglier 
wife than his.'" None of us saw 
the connection, but he felt 
vindicated. 

Many examples of one- 
upmanship came to mind. "The 
most eligible bachelor", "the 
fattest Member of Parliament". 
"The actress who has gone 
through the largest number of 
marriages," "the Punjabi news- 
paper with the largest circulation 
in the District of Kapurthala ', 
are only some of them. 



is the 



the road, then ours 
largest." So there! 

Indeed, every single person I 
know finds something unique in 
his own country. A number of 
examples of such one-upman- 
ship come immediately to mind, 
but the following piece which I 
saw in an English language 
weekly of Austria surely takes 
the cake : 

Not only does Austria lead in 
the number of persons held in 
detention pending trial, but also 
leads in the percentage of popu- 
lation held in prison — one in 
800 as of last year. Only Finland 
comes close to this figure. While 
in Great Britain, a judge has to 
re-examine the reasons for this 
type of detention every four 
months, in Austria preventive 
detention can be extended for as 
long as two years." 

I might have ventured to 
contest this particular claim of 
Austrian one-upmanship, but we 
have so many other distinctions 
that I decided to let it go. 
Besides, we- have the unique 
distinction which no other coun- 
try is likely to take away from us 
for a long time. We are the 
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One-upmanship is not an 
individual trait only; it is often 
also displayed collectively by the 
citizens of a particular city or a 
country. I remember a 'ship-ride' 
on the river Hudson in New 
York. The guide was pointing 
out various sights and sites on 
the banks of the river, expressing 
the collective kind of one- 
upmanship. "The building over 
there is the World Trade Centre 
— the tallest building in the 
world; the yellow building on 
your left is owned by Mr. 
Rockefeller — the richest man in 
the world". Only once did he 
slip into "one-downmanship" 
when he said that "the bridge 
ahead of you is the second 
largest suspended bridge in the 
world; the largest is in London". 
But he quickly recovered and 
added: "The bridge in London is 
the largest only if you take the 
measurement from bank to bank; 
but if you measure from start to 
finish, including the portion 
which is not on the river but on 



largest democracy in the world! 
Only, when I wrote this sentence 
many years ago in a speech my 
boss was to make somewhere, 
he cut it out saying: "Just 
because we happen to have 
produced more children does 
not confer any distinction on 
us!" 

I disagreed; we do not 
"happen" to have more children, 
as he thought, we make every 
effort to have them, because to 
be the largest democracy in the 
world gives us a feeling of one- 
upmanship. Those who have 
helped us achieve this distinc- 
tion deserve all praise. Unfor- 
tunately, I myself have done 
nothing special in this regard 
but may I be permitted to record 
that my father contributed the 
largest number of votes to the 
largest democracy of the world? 
I would have said how many but 
I am afraid somebody would 
then come up with one better 
than his record. 
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The pain came in spasms — 
just below the ribs. It was so 
severe that Rashid doubled up in 
agony. The ground beneath his 
feet went in a whirl and clouds of 
ash dripped from the sky. 

At last he decided to go to the 
hospital. They took samples of 
his blood, urine, faces. And 
advised a minor surgical opera- 
tion. 

"Surgery? What kind x>f sur- 
gery on?" 
"Biopsy". 

"Biopsy? You suspect I have 
cancer?" 

"No. Tests are not meant to 
confirm suspicions but to remove 
them." He agreed. A date was 
fixed. 

"Will some member of your 
family be with you?" the doctor 
asked. 

"No". 

"Neither wife nor child?" 

Rashid laughed. "My wife has 
been plying her spinning wheel in 
the house of Allah for the last six 
years. And the son is a long way 
away: in the United States". 

A biopsy test was made. Six 
weeks later Rashid went back to 
the hospital to find out the 
result. The doctor again asked 
him about his son. 

"You think my son has more 
brains then I ? Or he is stronger? 
Just tell me the worst. I can take 
it", Rashid replied with a smile. 

The doctor explained very 
gently and at great length that he 
had cancer of the liver. 

Cancer? Amazing! There in- 
side him his liver was slowly jot- 
ting away, with maggots crawlin 
about in a blubber of stale meat. 
And he knew nothing about it. 



There was not even the suspicion 
of a foul smell. He began to pon- 
der over the matter. 

The doctor thought the blow 
had stunned him and took his 
hand to comfort him. "Send for 
your son who is in the States. We 
will do our best to get you rid of 
the cancer. We have new drugs. 
We can try radio therapy. There 
is no need to get too worred". 

Rashid smiled and asked. 
"What happens if I take no treat- 
ment? How long will I last? 

"Perhaps a year; provided you 
take medicine every day. But the 
pain may become too acute and 
you may have to be hospitalised. 
If you take my advice send for 
your son, get into hospital at 
once, and let us do our best for 
you". 

v What will happen if I don't 
take your medicine"? 

"It will amount to committing 
suicide." 

"What I meant to ask was what 
would have happened if I had not 
known about it, had no pain, nor 
come to the hospital for the 
biopsy. How long would I have 
lasted?" 

The doctor shrugged his shoul- 
ders and shook his head as he 
replied, "Six months, five 
months, eight monhts. No one 
can be sure. All depends on 
one's fate — kismet". 



Back home Rashid began to 
take an account of his past life. 
When he added up the total, he 
found he was in the deep red. 
"Amazing, isn't it!" he ex- 
claimed to himself. "All these 
years I have never bothered to 
examine my life's accounts, what 
I earned and what Host". 

It suddenly occured to him 
that he had been more fortunate 
than other people. How many 
people know when their time is 
up. One moment they are alive 
in; the next, they've had it. He at 
least knew that he had six 
months to go. What then? Why 
bother about it now! Once again 
he saw his life unfold before his 
eyes and he began to talk to 
himself. 

"Fareeda, my life, perhaps it is 
you who is sending for me. Are 
you lonely where you are?" He 
corrected himself, "Friend, there 
is no other place for her. She 
rests peacefully in the comfort of 
her grave. Don't be like Ramesh 
who believes his dead daughter is 
up somewhere beyond the clouds 
in the universe of moonbeams. 
Old Ramesh is a Hindu. How can 
you harbour such idolatrous 



DEATH,WHERE 
IS THY STING? 



notions?" 

All these years his beat had 
been from his house to his office 
and back from the office to his 
home; scribbling notes on files 
and taking them to the boss. 
That was his entire universe. 

What about the world? He had 
done his duty by it. He had 
looked after his parents; paid for 
his younger brother's education, 
arranged his sisters' marriages, 
sired three children of whom 
only one Aslam had survived. 
Aslam took his medical degree 
and went off to the States for 
higher studies. "Sent the boy off 
myself, didn't I? A happy child 
makes a happy father. But I 
didn't tell him not to come back 
after he had finished his studies. 
That was his decision. Fool that 
he was! After finishing with the 
medical college, he decided to 
settle in the States. Just a note to 
announce that he had taken a 
job. Ass! He could have at least 
sought Tiis father's permission". 



Without telling anyone about 
anything, Rashid put in his resig- 
nation. To his colleagues he 
simply said he wanted to spend 
some time in his village. "I have 
my old home there, brick-built, 
with a spacious coilrtyard. I have 
had enough of city noise. Lived 
all these years cooped up in a 
cubby-hole in Daryaganj. I want 
to breathe some fresh air'. 

Ramesh who sat on the next 
table asked, "What will you do 
all by yourself?" 

Ramesh who sat on the next 
table asked, "What will you do 
all by yourself?" 

"I am all by myself here in 
Delhi", replied Rashid laughing 
away the question. "I will have a 
few buffaloes, keep a few dogs. 
There is no loneliness in a vil- 
lage. Loneliness is only in the 
cities, living in match-box size of 
flats." 

"Have you consulted your son, 
Aslam?" 




AJEETCOUR 

"Why should I seek that stupid 
boy's advice! I am his father, not 
he mine." 

No one had heard Rashid 
lam 



Rashid did not write to Aslam. 
"In any case we hardly exchange 
a letter in six months. And it is 
only a matter of six months. He 
will not even get to know about 
it. If I were to die in the next few 
days, writing might make some 
sense. He'd come and get over 
with it. What is the point of tel- 
ling him six months ahead of time 
and make him miserable? It is 
the best time of his life to enjoy 
himself. All said and done, what 
can I tell him? Come over and 
watch me dying a slow death! If I 
have to go, I will go with dignity 
and at the time of my choosing. 
It will not be at the mercy of 
Aslam or the doctors. And what 
will he do by coming here? Have 
me put in a hospital. Medicines, 
injections, stench. And grumble 
that his old man can't make up 
his mind to live or die!" 



He sold all his furniture. Just 
kept his bed-sheets, pillows, 
pillow covers, towels and a 
change of clothes. He filled one 
trunk with his books. A few 
kitchen utensils in another. He 
sold his gas stove, and for what 
he got for it, bought a kerosene 
oil stove. A pair of sandals and 
thick-soled canvass shoes he used 
for walking. A packet of good 
writing paper and a pen. A few 
packets of razor blades. Also a 
bottle of cologne, the only one 
he had bought after his marriage 
as an Eid gift for Fareeda. 

"Rashid Mian, it seems as if 
you were getting ready to join a 
marriage party. God's own 
marriage party. All that remains 
is a little collyrium to darken 
your eyes". 

Rashid got into the habit of 
talking to himself. He told him- 
self jokes and laughed at them. 
Almost seemed as if he was 
about to embark on a vacation, 
light as a feather. ' 

"This love of 'maya' — mate- 
rial things! This worthless 
trumpery! Ramesh used to say 
that a man could liberate himself 
of everything except 'maya'. 
Daughters, sons, wife, brothers, 
sisters," parents, relatives — they 
keep you bound down. Home 
and myriads of things required 
for it spread like a spider's web 
to keep you enmeshed. Now 
look at me! 'With one wave of 
my hand I have swept all these 
cobwebs aside and cast them into 
a trash can". 

After having sold whatever he 
owned, Rashid felt as he had be- 
come millionaire. He had never 
seen so much money before. And 
he had just about six-seven 
months to blow it all up. 



For the first time in his life 
Rashid travelled by first class. 
He took a taxi from the station to 
his village 'haveli'. He was in 
high spirits. There was a strange 
buoyancy in his steps and his 
heart full of cheer. 

The once bright brass knobs 
on the thick wooden door of his 
'haveli' had turned black. He 
took out a long, iron key from his 
pocket and inserted into the 
lock. It stuck. Perhaps the lock 
was rusted inside. "Why friend, 
it seems you too have cancer in * 
your belly "! "He checked him- 
self. "Friend Rashid, you must, 
be out of your mind! When 
entering a house you should 
think of something nice". 

"All it needs is a little oil. 
Where did I put my vanity bag?" 

He took a few drops of hair oil 
and smeared them on the key. 
He inserted the key iri^the lock 
and turned it. The lock opened. 
"Friend, you have certainly 
learnt the ways of this wor^!" he 
said addressing the lock. "It must 
be the influence of some political 
leader or the other. They too 
don't talk unless their palms are 
greased". 

The heavy wooden door 
cracked loudly as it was pushed 
aside. "Don't grumble", Rash :H 
assured it, "You'll also get yt. 
share of the oi|". 

It was afternoon. The arrival 
of the taxi cab drew the children 
of the vicinity. They clustered 
round and gaped in silence. 

"Friend Rashid. beware of th- 
ese little menaces! You make 
friends with them and they will 
never leave you alone for a 
moment. You've come here to 
indulge yourself, not to keep 
other people's children amused". 

He ignored the urchins, 
carried his luggage indoors and 
shut the door. He started by ex- 
ploring the old 'haveli'. Every- 
where darkness crouched in the 
corners. Everywhere there was a 
musty smell of dust and stale 
earth. "What is a home, friend 
Rashid?" he asked himself. And 
replied, "live in it, keep it clean 
and tidy, scrub the floors, and it 
will yield a pleasant aroma. If 
you keep it shut, it soon becomes 
the abode of evil spirits — just 
like an unused wife turns into a 
witch. Take her to bed, make her 
as cook, use her as your house- 
keeper, laundress, your chil- 
dren's maid, and she will glitter 
like a jewel. Leave her alone and 
she will become a withered, old, 
crone". 

"Perish the thought", he said 
as it occured to him that his 
Fareeda would not have liked it. 
And felt depressed, he dusted a 
charpoy and sat down. Fareeda 
loomed before his eyes. She was 
stirring meat in the pot, lighting 
the hearth to bake chapattis. The 
heavenly smell of freshly baked 
bread rose to his nostrils. 
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Early next morning he was 
awakened by the twittering of 
sparrows and the cooing of 
pigeons. It was still dark. He was 
half-asleep when he pushed his 
feet into his slippers and went 
towards the door. He stopped in 
his tracks and smiled. "Old boy. 
you want to fetch the newspaper 
lying outside the door? And light 
a cigarette and read about the 
world seated comfortably on 
your lavatory seat? Your Lord- 
ship, this is not Daryaganj; it is 
your village, Wake up, mister! 
Pick up your brass lota", fill it 
with water, and go out to the 
fields". 

He returned from the fields 
dangling the empty 'lota' in his 
hand and thought of mornings in 
his childhood days. On the way 
back he used to lop off the small 
branch of a keekar tree, break it 
into small twigs for people at 
home, and chew one himself. 
That was his morning chore. He 
recalled how his grandfather 
used to soften the 'keekar' twig 
in water before he put it in his 
mouth. And every time he did it 
he blessed Rashid. The recollec- 
tion of his grandfather's blessings 
cheered Rashid. 



It was mid-October. There was 
a nip in the air. The fields were a 
sea of green crops. October, then 
November; January, followed by 
February ... He went over the 
months, for the hundredth time. 
It was a lovely time of the year. 
Neither too cold nor too warm. It 
is the right time of the year for 
undertaking a long journey. 
"Why time of death as a unique 
experience? It comes to every- 
one. Look around. Every minute 
of the day and night people are 
dying, the old as well as the 
young". The thought saddened 
him. Of all those who had gone 
he thought most of little Mariam, 
his daughter, who went in her 
infancy. She slipped out of his 
hands while still a toddler. 
Rashid had been very angry with 
God. He quarelled with Him all 
the time for snatching away his 
child. He had lost faith. Whether 
or not there was God ceased to 
matter. He began to ignore God 
as he would ignore a quarrelsome 
neighbour. 

Lost in his thoughts, he missed 
the lane leading to his house. 
"Oy, Mian Rashid, where do you 
think you are going?" he asked 
himself as he retraced his steps. 
Village folk tried to make out 
who he was. Those who did, ex- 
changed greetings with him and 
enquired about his health. 

"What brings you here?" they 
would ask. 

"Just to look around". 
"Good! one should take care 
of one's house. Houses only 
prosper when their owners are 
living in them". 

"What is Aslam upto these 
days?" another would enquire. 
"Practicing as a doctor ". 
"Well! well! Allah be thanked! 
So he has become a doctor! That 
is great! 

He has brought name and 
to the family. He should be 
iting his village sometimes, 
are lots of people suffering 
eye trouble. No sooner they 
are forty, they develop cataract. 
They say in city hospitals doctors 
get the cataract out in a matter of 
seconds". 

"Aslam is in the United States". 
•America! Isn't that wonder- 




ful!" 

"When he returns I will most 
certainly bring him here. He can 
do some good to the people". 

Rashid wa-' pleased with him- 
self; how well he had learned to 
tell a lie with a straight face! Not 
really such a crime when it is to 
prevent hurting other peoples 
feelings. All said and done truth 
and falsehood are like cultivating 
one's own back garden. 

Rashid got down to clearing up 
the mess in the 'haveli'. There 
was so much junk to be got rid 
of; dilapidated ploughs; rusted 
kettles and cauldrons; chipped 
water pitchers, broken beds, 
rickety chairs and three-legged 
tables— all evidence of the times 
they were in use when the 
'haveli' was lived in. 

He had a lot of roses planted 
around the house . . . would they 
blossom by March! He also 
bought a variety of pigeons and 
put them in the pigeon loft. 
When he went to feed them he 
would talk to them, "Patience 
fellows! Patience! Eat as much as 
you can. No need to hurry! You 
have the entire day to eat, bill 
and coo, make love, fly about, 
piroutte around each other and 
show off your plumage in the 
sun". 

He felt that the birds twittered 
at down only to wake him up. 
"You don't have make all this 
racket", he would admonish 
them. "Get up old man. There's 
all the time in the world for 
sleep — till judgement day. 
Another few months and you will 
get all the sleep you want.- Spend 
your time looking around at all 
the wonderful things the Creator 
had made; the dawn, green foli- 
age of the trees, azure blue of the 
sky, the softness of rose petals, 
sunshine, breeze. Smell the 
earth's fragrance. That is life". 

"Mister Rashid, everything 
comes back except time. The 
seasons returns. Sunshine, light, 
breeze — all come back. Only 
time that has passed turns into 
compost. So do humans. In their 
graves they also turn into com- 
post. What happens on the day 
of judgement? What rises from 
the graves? A lot of hogwash to 
beguile the mind". 

A few stray cats made Rashid's 
home their own. They under- 
stood instinctively that if they 
meant to live with him they must 
not cast covetous eyes on the 
pigeon loft. Rashid, who had no 
great love for cats, decided to let 
them stay as long as they did not 
hurt his pigeons. It only meant a 
little more bread and milk. This 
was destined for them. 

When one of the cats littered, 
he had to get more milk. He 
loved having the kitten on his lap 
and stroking their silken-soft fur 
while their mother purred con- 
tentedly watching the scene. It 
was the same in the pigeon loft. 
Every time he looked in. birds 
sitting on their clusters of eggs 
would turn their faces away as if 
embarrassed. "How long will it 
be now 'begum'?" he would ask. 



The griping in the stomach 
made him double up with pain. 
He felt as if life was bunched up 
in his rotting liver. Whenever the 
spasm came upon him he would 
go out and put in a few more rose 
cuttings in the soil and examine 
other plants, look for green 
leaves sprouting out of those 
planted earlier. Or loiter about I 



the village lanes and bring home 
some stray cat. Or add another 
pigeon or two to his flock. Or 
gather village urchins to tell them 
stories, or help children return- 
ing from school with their home- 
work. Then he would ask him- 
self: Mian Rashid. please tell me 
what have roses, pigeons and 
stray cats to do with the cancer in 
vour liver?" 



This time the pain was excru- 
ciating — like a storm threatening 
to burst in his belly. After it 
abated a little, he went out and 
bought a flock of parakeets and 
busied himself making wicker 
cages for them along the western 
wall of his courtyard. He hung 
little feeding cups for nuts, water 
and chillies in the cages, and 
made niches inside for them to 
make their nests. He spent many 
hours keeping them spick and 
span and was hardly aware when 
the day began and when it 
ended. 

"Well old boy, so you have 
cheated another day out of exist- 
ence! Made an ass of it. Just 
made it disappear without a 
murmur of protest. You are a 
clever one, Rahsid Mian!" 

It did not matter whether or 
not he slept at night. He rose re- 
freshed every morning as if he 
had seen a new birth; as if the 
earth and all that was on it had 
been freshly made only for his 
pleasure ; as if it was only for him 
that the greenery blossomed, 
trees in whose foliage sunlight 
and shadows played hide and 
seek. 



When he had come to the vil- 
lage it was autumn; the mellow 
season between summer and 
winter. He slept in the open 
courtyard or up on the flat roof. 
When it got chilly after midnight, 
he would go into his bedroom. 
On the rooftop, stars would 
come down to talk to him and re- 
mind him of his early life because 
it was there that he had slept as a 
child^at least eight months of 
the year. And when it started to 
rain he was woken up by the 



clamour on the neighbouring 
roofs, the crying of children and 
sounds of people dragging their 
charpoys under-cover. But this 
time the season of rains was over. 
"And Rashid Mian, who knows 
whether you will be there for the 



The sun had lost its sting. Sun- 
light had become mellower, 
pleasanter — soft and warm like 
rabbit fur. Rashid sat in the sun- 
light and dozed off into a reverie. 
He began to murmur to himself 
in a half-sleep: "Praise be to 
theee O Lord! How many gifts 
have you load your faithful with! 
And mankind are like blind old 
oxen going round and round an 
oil-press. If the doctors had not 
told me that it was a matter of six 
months, all these beautous things 
in the Universe that You. have 
surrounded me with would have 
been lost to me like a bride who 
has never been fulfilled". Then 
he would laugh and add, 
"Friend, you have not left this 
beauty unconsummated". 



One day he spoke to the son of 
the woman who fetched water 
for him. 

"Son, tomorrow on your way 
back from school, help me to 
clean up the cattle shed". 

The boy came next day and 
helped swdeeping the cattle 
shed. There was a time when the 
shed was full of warm milky 
odours of cows and buffaloes, 
the smell of fresh dung and dry 
hay; in the evenings one heard 
the clang of metal and the sound 
of milk pouring out of udders 
into them; it had black wide-eyed 
calves with coloured bead neck- 
laces and tiny bells around their 
necks. Today the shed was silent 
and empty and without any 
odours. All it had were a few 
dented cauldrons and hay- 
troughs. 

Rashid got very tired. And 
very depressed. He came out, 
washed his hands and lay down in 
the sun on his charpoy. The boy 
came and stood beside him. 

"Son, what's your name?" 

"Shyam". 

"Yes of course, Shyam. You 
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told me the other day. I forget 
things easily". 

After a while he asked, "You 
fly kites?" 

"Last Basant festival I flew 
one", replied the boy shyly. 
Rashid took five rupees out of 
his pocket and gave them to the 
boy. 

"Go and get a kite and string. 
And fly a kite here. I want to see 
you doing it". 

He took out another 
rupees and added, "Take 
too. May be kite strings 
more these days". 

After a while the boy 
back with kite and strinj 
two weighed the kite on a 
measuring string and got it ready 
to take the air. 

"Go a few steps backward. I 
will hold the kite aloft in both my 
hands. When I toss it up, you 
jerk the string. And up goes the 
kite". 

As Shyam stepped backwards, 
Rashid felt as if he was seeing his 
son Aslam. It was exactly like 
this one day in their home in 
Daryaganj. He had nagged his 
father into getting him a kite. 
"Abbu, please teach me how to 
fly this thing", he had insisted. 

and he had ticked off Aslam, 
"Are you nuts! Don't you see 
how narrow the lanes are! How 
high the ceilings, and full of T.V. 
aerials. Where will you fly your 
kite?" 

Rashid stepped back a few 
paces to make a longer distance 
between the boy and himself so 
that no sooner he let go of the 
kite, it would soar upwards. 
When the distance was right, 
Rashid held the kite aloft in his 
fingers. 

"Give the string a sharp jerk", 
he ordered as the tossed the kite 
skyward. 

The effort brought a stab of 
pain which pierced through his 
entrails like a dagger. Blood 
came pouring out of his mouth. 
The azure of the sky turned into 
black. 

Shyam was gazing at his kite 
floating in the heaves with 
Rashid's pigeons wheeling about 
it. Rashid's parrots twittered in 
their cages. 
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A Tribute to A Tree of Life 



"Living in a city where 
human feelings are under 
constant threat of being de- 
valued, I haven't yet become 
insensitive enough to forget it. 
The memory of it still uplifts 
me to a region where it opens 
up a thousand locked doors of 
the joy of life." 

Calcuttan artist Paritosh 
Sen speaks, with com- 
pelling reverence, of a 
wonderful world-in-miniature — 
a tree— in a striking 13-by-19 
inch portfolio-styled fascimile 
edition of his calligraphy and 
line-drawings published by the 





National Institute of Design. 
Ahmedabad. The portfolio, an- 
achronistically wrapped in a 
sturdy terracotta-coloured folder 
enclosing 18 thick unbound 
sheets of elegant bone-coloured 
cartridge paper, brought alive 
with the flowing lyricism of the 
artists's handwriting in a rich 
earth-brown ink, is an unusually 
powerful and aesthetic piece of 
publishing. This work should 
prove a delight to collectors and 
environmentalists, upholding, as 
it does, the vivid unity of nature, 
viewed as a whole by the painter 
in the microcosmic form of an 
Arjuna tree in the little village of 
his childhood in East Bengal. 

Although widely known as a 
painter. Sen took to writing crea- 
tive self-illustrated autobio- 
graphical reminiscences in 1979. 
when at the age of sixtyone, he 
published a collection of vignet- 
tes called Zindabahar in Bengali. 
Subsequently, he has written 
many other similarly vibrant 
illustrated documents of his 
childhood and adult life, rooted 
in the soil of Bengal and the 
streets of Calcutta. A Tree in my 
Village is a fragment from the 
nine chapters of Zindabahar, 
brought illuminatingly into 
focus, richly embroidered with 
charming visual images, as if 
viewed beneath a microscope. 
The original Bengali has been re- 
written in English by the painter 
himself with a flavour fluency 
and wit that is very typical of his 
.irt 



It is evident, however, that the 
artist's original voice is a Bengali 
one. This English version is more 
like a direct translation, aiming 
largely to convey the immediate 
flavour of a Bengali original, 
rather than evolving as a 'trans- 
creation' that stands stylistically 
on its own. as an independent 
creation — this is evident in the 
occasional passage of verbose, 
over ponderous Babu-English' 

— "Because of this abundance of 
water, strong sun and intensely 
humid climate, during most of 
the year, nature made Bengal 
into a great showpiece of its 
munificence." Such a sentence 
has a heaviness and quaint Vic- 
torian overtone in English prose 

— as seen in Tagore's own trans- 
lations — which would be consi- 
derably less evident in the style 
of original modern Bengali 
poetic prose There are also a 
couple of stylistic gaffes which 
cannot be overlooked 

"Like many other beautiful 
things which are thoughtlessly 
sacrificed at the alter of progress 
...",(pg.30)or. 

"... the life-giving juice of its 
leaves brought succour to count- 
less suffers. " (The use of a verb 
as a noun, here, appears to cross 
the bounds of poetic license — 
pg-31) 

The quality of this work, how- 
ever, is rich and evocative 
enough for these little drawbacks 
to emerge as minor, in the ulti- 



Srimati Lai 

mate analysis. In fact, the artist's 
glowing sincerity and childlike 
sense of wonder actually man- 
ages to convert such occasional 
slips into trump-cards — in the 
sense that an unmistakable 
Bengali-ness thereby emerges, 
adding an unique authenticity to 
the whole! 

The text has a Proustian inten- 
sity, looking intently at minutiae, 
finding a mirror of human life in 
the teeming insect and bird 
population that inhabits the 
Arjuna tree: "a world unto itself, 
as living and eventful' as the 
human world, if not more so." 
There are manificent descrip- 
tions of the tree suggesting diffe- 
rent moods and images during 
different times of the day: like a 
yogi in meditation at dawn sur- 
rounded by blue pigeons, "fierce 
and aggressive" in the stark light 
of noon, and at sunset, like "a 
royal charioteer ready to set off 
. . . towards the western hori- 
zon." It is a green world, in the 
artist's memory: "slabs of all pos- 
sible shades and tints of green 
... an abstract picture, painted 
somewhat in the manner of Mark 
Rothko ... the silken blackish 
green of the margosa leaves as 
the morning light filters through 
them, thus making them gleam 
like the green crystals of a chan- 
delier . . . indeed, the sun itself 
appeared green, in some uncon- 
scious moments." The beauty of 
the prose lies in this acute 
painter's vision and a meditative, 
philosophical intensity laced with 
delightful touches of humour — 

"I was amazed to discover a 
complete social hierarchy pre- 
vailing from the top to the bot- 
tom of the tree . . . (which) had 
an uncanny resemblance to a 
modern high-rise building, in 
which the more affluent own the 




air 



This 'class-structure' of the 
feathered world, from its big. 
aggressive buzzards to its crows, 
parrots and gentle mynahs, is de- 
picted in striking drawings. Some 
full-page reproductions are 
worthy of being framed, such as 
the tree on page 2 and a bird 
taking flight on page 10. In 
attempting to convey the delicate 
nuances of birdsong, Sen has 
used the language with bold 
imagination, devoting five lines 
to an onomatopaeic renditon of 
various bird-calls, "like the blar- 
ing of hi-fi speakers of a jazz and 
gone berserk." 

The even more minute depic- 
tion of aquatic life in nearby vil- 
lage ponds is full of insight: 




"Through the still transparent 
olive-green water, in the shadow 
of the tree, I saw myriads of tiny 
fish jostling nervously as if in fear 
of losing their territory to im- 
pending marauders." 

A scurry of ants, carrying a 
lifeless beetle, merges inextri- 
cably with the flow of calligraphy 
on page 19, creating a remark- 
ably living image. A hilarious 
ghost-story is then narrated in a 
typical Bengali rural idiom, 
where a monstrous aquatic 
horror, fished hugely out of a 
murky pond to be cooked by i 
banshee, is visually depicted over 
a span of six pages in another 
highly original sequence. 

All three forces of the uni- 
verse — creation, preservation 
and destruction, are part of the 
artist's tree-vision, it seems, with 
the benevolent and lyrical image 
of the tree as life-giver and life- 
sustainer counterpoised with 
powerful evocations of the 
animal's violent struggle to sur- 
vive, to overthrow the intruder, 
to rule their roost. And the 
artist's ultimate philosophy is 
contained in two jewel-like 
sentences: 

"It was under the Arjuna tree I 
tirst became aware of the mys- 
teries and wounders of creation. 
It was there also that 1 learned 
another fundamental truth: the 
inalienable right of all life to co- 
exist."" 

This is a work that will have an 
equal impact on all age-groups, 
dealing skilfully, as it does, with 
eternal truths and aspects of 
beauty. The conception and de- 
sign is commendable in a timeless 
quality, as if uncorrupted by all 
urban influences. A Tree in my 
Village is a fascinating artistic 
conversation-piece of the best 
variety: it is not precious or con- 
trived, it stands solidly aganist 
the passing currents of time, and 
illuminates that which is timeless 
and spiritual. In its sombre 
poetry of pure memories, it 
haunts the reader. 

Srimati Lai 

A TREE IN MY VILLAGE 
by Paritosh Sen 
(N.I.D., Ahmedabad, 1985; 
Rs. 50.) 
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Delhi Sikhs Face Charges for 
'84 Violence 



Continued from page 1. Col 2. 

Simultaneously, two cases 
were drawn out. While TaKvar 
was charged under Section 302 
and 307 of the Criminal Proce- 
dure Code and remanded to 
judicial custody, his two sons 
were let off the rioters injured 
by his bullets were arrested on 
the basis of the FIR lodged by 
Mrs. Tatwar. 

"It is a counter case", says 
Gurpreet Singh, Talwar's second 
son, adding, "We have been fal- 
sely implicated. Everybody 
knows the truth here and that 
is why we have atleast 100 wit- 
nesses in our favour, whilst 
there are hardly 12-15 witnesses 
against us. Among the latter 
being- those* who were affected 
by my father's retaliation. Gur- 
preet also added that there 
were atleast 25 to 30 Hindus in 
the neighbourhood, who had 
vouched to tell the truth' opt- 
ing to become their 
witnesses. 



SHO appeared again. This time 
he ordered all Sikhs to come 
out of hiding, as he had come 
to offer protection. When 60-70 
people gathered around him, he 
asked them to come to the 
thana, where they would get 
full protection. The same even- 
ing he asked most of them to go 
home, and on the pretext of 
keeping in close touch with one 
member of every family, held 
back 25 Sikhs in the age group 
of 25-70, most of them blacks- 
miths. Next day, they were sent 
the Shahdara Police station for 
interrogation and later pro- 
duced before a magistrate. The 
biggest blow came when they 
were remanded to judicial cus- 
tody under Sections 147, 148, 
149, 307, 302, 436, 427 of the 
I.P.C. and 25/54/59 of the Arms 
Act. 

Later released on bail, none 
knew his guilt. Someone told 




"The trend has been very 
healthy ", he added. But ever 
since the trial, began two years 
ago, at the lower courts, and 
progressed to its advanced sta- 
ges, the family has coughed up 
a sum of 15,000 rupees. Re- 
marked soft spoken Kanwaljeet, 
Talwar's youngest son, "We 
were told that by last December 
the trial would be over. Inspite 
of our lawyer going all out for 
an early finish, asking for two 
consequent dates at once, the 
end is nowhere in sight, 

There could be no better 
occassion for proceedings to be 
withdrawn by the authorities 
than in the case of the cele- 
brated Group Captain who was 
a victim of mob violence and 
police misaction. 

Case Against Sikhs 
in Kalyanpuri 

Sikh families, residing in 
Kalyanpuri were in a state 
of shock when the local 
SHO along with a police party 
approached them at 8 a.m. on 
the first of November, and or- 
dered them to hand over all 
licenced arms, on "instructions 
recieved from above. ". 

A few hours later, a violent 
mob attacked them and looted 
thier belongings, while killing 
many. As if all this was not 
enough, a few hours later, the 



them that they would be tried 
for murder, loot and arson. Pet- 
rified, they approached help 
from all quarters, but only lip- 
sympathy' was forthcoming. 
Finally, pooling in some money, 
they hired a lawyer. Startled, 
Parsa Singh, member of the 
Nigrani Committee remarked, 
"The cases has reached only its 
fifth hearing at the Shahdara 
lower court and it has already 
consumed' 11,000 rupees. We 
applied for withdrawal of the 
case, but nothing has hap- 
pened. Now the stage has come 
that we are selling 'our belong; 
ings to pursue the case." 

Most of them complained of 
continuing harassment at the 
hands of Shiv Sena members 
who consistently passed snide 
remarks, perpetuating tension. 
Added Parsa Singh, ' We are 
already jobless. Nobody trusts 
us. Only the few who know us 
give us work. Can you please 
help us?" Among the. accused 
include, Sobha, Kabool. Salar, 
Kamal, Sahib, Jugender, Paisa, 
Waryam, Dilbag Desa, Kuldeep, 
Jeeta, Sukha, Hukam, Partap, 
Varyam, Mahendar, Kamail, 
Anup, Gurbachan, Panna, Mau- 
zoor, Avtar, Djagar and Bala 

□ 



Victims of 1984 Rebuild lives with 
Pride, Dignity and Tenacity 



Continued from page 1, Col 5 

news of the attack on Rajiyji 
came, they started saying 'Last 
time you escaped. Now your 
number has come'." Mukhia 
Kirpal Singh, full of spirit and 
cheer in spite of yesterday's 
tragedy and today s problems, 
confirms this. But the police 
came, he says and nothing 
happened. Par dil te hari pari 
hai, bibiji!' 

Pyara Singh usrMto sell pako- 
ras. When he returned from the 
camps after the killings, his 
"spot" had been usurped by 
another pakorawalla . No Sikh 
in these areas is in a position to 
assert his/her rights; so he now 
sells vegetables from a rehri' he 
was helped to buy to start life 
afresh. Sad-faced and subdued, 
he comments Duma hil phir 
gahi hai ' (the world has been 
shaken up), smiling briefly only 
when others proclaim that no 
other pakoras' taste as good as 
his. 

Joint Action By Communities 

Sultanpuri's pradhan, Horam 
Chauhan, enjoys the confi- 
dence and affection of the 
Sikhs, "A good man" they say. 
He is not a happy man. "After 
November 1984 no respecta- 
ble person can stay in the JJ 
colonies/' he confesses "Be- 
cause at any hint of trouble, 
there are immediately two 
sides." On July 26th (after the 
Mukhtsar killings) he took ten 
people, Hindus and Sikhs and 
went all ove rthe colony. "Eve- 
ryone was frightened," he 
says. "If a Hindu created 
mischief, the Hindus of our 
group took care of him. If a 
Sikh did so, the Sikhs took 
over." But he states bluntly 
that Sikhs are very insecure. 

Near the gurudwara in E- 
Block Banaras-educated O.P. 
Sharma runs his Green Dale 
Public School. Tall, well spoken 
Sharma helped to save many 
Sikhs during the violence. Other 
Hindu neighbours did the same. 
Now he feels conditions are 
alright and in this area, where 
the Sultanpuri Welfare Organ- 
isation, headed by him, is very 
active, there were no incidents 
in July or October. Organisation 
members come from all com- 
munities. "Whoever does hathi- 
achar," we will fight them, and 
with force," Sharma promises, 
describing how, after Mukhtsar, 
he and others patrolled the area 
to ensure that nothing happened. 
If there is any dispute we set- 
tle it in the organisation before 
it escalates he tells us, and the 
Sikhs who have taken us to him, 
including the gurudwara gran- 
thi , nod in agreement. Sikh 
children attend his school and 
there are no problems he says. 

Insecurity Haunts Trilokpuri 

But in Tirlokpuri many Sikh 
boys do not go to school. We 
send our girls the sardars tell 
us but We are afraid to send 
our boys". Block 32 remains a 
memorial to Mans savagery. 
Late till 1985 piles of ashes, half- 
burned clothes, scattered chap- 
pals still lay inside the ruins. 
Today have been removed That 
is the only change. Why doesn t 
the government rebuild these 
ruined houses, allot them to 



others and give us alternate 
accomodation, Tirlokpuri survi- 
vors ask? And why not indeed, 
so that the eerie silence of 
death is replaced by life, and 
the memories can fade, instead 
of constantly evoking the past. 

Grey-bearded Passoo Singh 
and' many of his family bved in 
the main street of the Block fac- 
ing the basti colony. Passoo 
Singh walks us down the line of 
ruins telling us where each of 
his relatives had lived. "There 
were 75 to 80 of us and nearly 
all are dead" he explains. Pas- 
soo Singh and carpenter Ajit 
Singh, both from Block 32, are 
still living in Farash Bazaar 
camp where they fled in Novem- 
ber 1984. No one from those five 
lines of houses in the Block has 
returned to Tirlokpuri and the 
few Sikh families who live in 
other parts of the colony still 
want desparately to move. There 
are too few of them. For here, 
as in Sultanpuri, while nor- 
malcy has returned on the sur- 
face, we hear again and again 
Mahol theek nahin hai' (things 
are not right.) 

Sohan Singh, two of whose 
adult sons were killed, tells us 
that travelling to and from Tir- 
lokpuri for work, in the bus, is 
difficult. "Why?" we ask. His 
answer is that people harass 
Sikhs in buses. "They deliber- 
ately come and sit next to us 
when there are other empty 
seats, and smoke cigarettes. So 
we are forced to move. The 
drivers and conductors have the 
same attitude, so there is no 
point in complaining. And they 
pass remarks." Others agree, 
and one sardar give an example 
of how normal life has been 
affected. A wedding in his fam- 
ily was planned for Trilokpuri, 
but the boy's side refused to 
bring the barat' to a place with 
such connotations. "How can 
we live here?'" is the common 
refrain. Block 32 gurudwara, 
gutted two years ago, has been 
restored and the two towering 
Nishan Sahibs ' with their bright 
orange flags, stand tall. The 
large compound has been re- 
planted with fruit trees. Life is 
returning. But here are few fam- 
ilies left of the large congrega- 
tion of the past, says the granthi 
sadly. 

Sultianpuri and Tirlokpuri 
Sikhs say that the attitude of 
the police has changed for 
the better, that all those in- 
volved in the violence, against 
whom there were allegations 
and charges, have been trans- 
ferred elsewhere. Trilokpuri 
SHO Tyagi, named by many vic- 
tims, is one of these, New police 
chowkies have been established 
to give additional security. But 
as Mukhia Kirpal Singh puts it 
We can talk to the DCP, the 
ACP, the Commissioner and 
they listen to us and talk to us 
courteously; but the thanedar 
and constable are a different 
story". Another sardar sums up 
the feelings about the police 
"they are alright now. But if the 
orders come from above, what 
then? 1 

H.K.L. Bhagat 
Visits Trilokpuri 

We want to talk to Bampal 
Saroj, Pradhan and Congress 111 



worker, named by many victims 
of the violence as having insti- 
gated murder and arson. But he 
has sold his house and moved 
away, although he does return 
sometimes. There is a case 
against him we are told. H.K.L. 
Bhagat, Minister in the Cabinet 
held to be responsible for much 
of the violence by many quar- 
ters, addressed a meeting in Tir- 
lokpuri on October 2nd. This is 
part of his constituency. 

"Did he come to visit the Sikh 
families," we ask. "We don't 
want to see his face" was the 
answer. They have many prob- 
lems but, "Do you think we will 
go and ask for anything from 
the man who had our children 
killed?" We also wanted to see 
Dr. Ashok Kumar, Municipal 
Councillor for Kalyanpuri, of 
whom the PUCL report Who are 
the Guilty? says "According to 
many eye witnesses he led 
mobs which indulged in loot, 
murder, arson and rape"' and 
who was named by many this 
reporter interviewed in Novem- 
ber in the camps. We go to 
Kalyanpuri to see him. 

The Congress flag flies from 
his residence cum clinic. A 
police jeep is parked at the 
corner, a police picket is across 
the road opposite his house 
with stengun-armed police 
standing in a group. We start 
walking upto the clinic and a 
young policeman, cradling his 
stengun, beckons us over and 
asks whom we want to see. "Dr 
Ashok" we say. "He is not here. 
He is away for three or four 
days" we are told. We refrain 
from saying that several patients 
seem to be waiting to see him, 
but ask how long the picket has 
been there. "Two years," is the 
reply. 

We note that just in front of 
the Steps to the clinic there is a 
manned sentry box, another at 
the back of the building while 
armed police stand at the 
corner, keeping a careful watch 
on our car as we turn around. 
Dr Ashok is obviously a security 
WIP. Ajit Singh tells us that 
untill recently the entire street 
was cordoned off by the police. 
Life has also changed for Dr 
Ashok since November 1984. 
He too shares the insecurity 
of the Trilokpuri and other 
Sikhs in spite of security! • 
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TN Government Conspiring to Embarass Kodai 

Sub-Collector ? 



Sadanand Menon 



Gurnihal Singh Pirzada, 
.the courageous sub-col- 
lector of Kodaikanal, 
whose principled stand has 
brought relief to hundreds of Sri 
Lankan repatriates languishing 
as bonded labourers on the Kodai 
Hills, is a marked man today and 
is being openly terrorised not 
only by private vested interests of 
the contractors and their goondas 
but also by the Tamil Nadu 
Government itself. 

At the receiving end of depart- 
mental wrath for his reformist 
activities and for having the 
temerity to speak up on behalf of 
the wretched of the earth, Pir- 
zada is also being accused today 
of being a 'Sikh terrorist'. A 
charge made , by senior govern- 
ment officials including ex- 
Information Minister R. M. Vee- 
rappan. No one seems willing to 
explain how you become a ter- 
rorist' just because you take up 

. In a series of official letters 
despatched to him, in Mav-June 
1986, the Tamil Nadu Govern- 
ment represented by the then 
Chief Secretary T.V.' Antony 
and the Secretary, Public 
Department, U.S. Natarajan, 
called for explanations from 
Pirzada on issues as varied as his 
recommendations for gun licen- 
ces for two persons when he was 
Assistant Collector, Tirunelveli, 
almost 15 months before; his 
'violation' of the All-India 
Service Conduct Rules by setting 
up the 'Kodaikanal Sub-collec- 
tor's Special Fund for feeding Sri 
Lanka repatriates' and by appe- 
for contributions to the 
and for the fact that his 
wife had taken up the job of a 
teacher ' in the International 
School at Kodaikanal "without 
prior government permission". 
For all these Gurnihal Singh had 
valid explanations. Subsequently 
his wife also stopped working in 
the school. 

TN Government Violates 
Supreme Court Orders; 
Tenders Apology 
The state government hardly 
seems mollified by all this. Parti- 
cularly galling to the state 
government is the national 
notoreity it got through Pirzada's 
action of 'freeing' the bonded 
labourers on the Kodaikanal hills 
which led to the setting up of an 
enquiry commission by the 
Supreme Court. The court also 
pre-empted any 'revenge' action 
against Pirzada by the state 
government by passing an 
express order that he should not 
be transferred out from the post 
he was holding. In blatant viola- 
tion of the court order, the TN 
government shunted him to 
Tiruvannamalai, but was forced 
to reinstate him in Kodaikanal 
and tender an apology when a 
petition was submitted 
ne Court. 

Lookina For Scaoeaoats 

Smarting under all these 
'embarrassments', the state 
government was merely looking 
out for the right opportunity to 
reverse the tables and the visit of 
I's younger brother 




Yadvinder Singh Pirzada to 
Kodaikanal on September 19 
gave them the much sought for 
lever. Yadvinder was arrested on 
September 24 by the CBI from 
Gurnihal's residence after 
Gurnihal himself had informed 
the local police that Yadvinder 
was staying with him and was 
available for interrogation. 
Yadvinder has been taken to 
Pune where he is being interro- 
gated by the CBI now on his 
connection with the assassins of 
General A S. Vaidya. However 
the whole affair reeks of a 
belated effort by all concerned to 
find scapegoats. 

Yadvinder A Prosperous 
Forum 

Twenty-six years old Yadvin- 
der Singh Pirzada is a prosperous 
farmer from Bhatinda district 
where he is reputed to own some 
400 acres of cotton crop. As an 
affluent young man he has always 
moved in rather elite company 
which included Chief Minister 
Barnala's son Gagandeep Singh 
and a well-known gadfly and 
fixer Sarbjit Singh Sekhon. 
Yadvinder's house used to be 
their "adda" and it was even com- 



mon talk that "Barnala's govern- 
ment runs from Yadvinder Pir- 
zada's house. They were on first 
name basis with most ministers in 
Punjab. 

An. as yet, unexplained sequ- 
ence of events brought about 
that a brand new Maruti car with 
the number plate PAD - I regi- 
stered in the name of Sekhon 
with Yadvinder's address as the 
registration address was appre- 
hended by the police with some 
wanted men in it who were 
alleged to be involved in the 
Muktsar Killings. Following the 
interrogation and investigation 
of one Balvinder Singh Brar. 
some nexus was seen to exist bet- 
ween him and Barnala's son and 
his associates. Even Chief Mini- 
ster Barnala had to make a public 
statement on this, admitting that 
both he and his son were familiar 
with Sekhon and that it was he 
himself who had helped Sekhon 
to get the PAD- 1 registration 
number for the car. 

Police Raid and Trip to Kodi 

This led to a police raid on 
Yadvinder's house at a time he 
was away from home. No records 



were seized, but two servants 
were arrested. Subsequently 
Yadvinder is reported to have 
met the Punjab Minister for 
Panchayats who helped him to 
get the servants released and also 
gave him an assurance that he 
would not be troubled further. 
Yadvinder's plan to go to 
Kodaikanal for a holiday with his 
brother was well known as he 
had announced it to many people 
and his mother too had written to 
Gurnihal Singh about it in 
August. 

Travelled In His Own Name 

Yadvinder Travelled by bus 
from Chandigarh to Delhi and on 
to Madras by plane under his 
own name. He stayed in Madras 
a couple of days with the S.P. 
(Prohibition) N.P. Singh with 
whom he , visited Mahabali- 
puram. He travelled on 18th 
night by Pandian Express, again 
under his own name, and rea- 
ched Kodaikanal on 19th mor- 
ning. Two days earlier Gurnihal 
Singh's wife's , brother and 
mother had also landed in 
Kodaikanal for a holiday. On 
21st Yadvinder, Gurnihal and 
brother-in-law Capt. N.S. 
Grewal went to play golf in the 
Berijum hills and later in the af- 
ternoon the whole family 
together had a picnic. On 23rd 
Gurnihal attended two meetings 



at the Collectorate in Dindigul to 
which Yadvinder Singh accom- 
panied him into town. 

Highly Open Activity 

In other words, ail this was 
highly open activity and hardly as 
if anyone was running away from 
the law. It also turns out now 
that the CBI was all along aware 
of Yadvinder's movements and 
had been following him since he 
left Chandigarh and could have 
arrested him even as he reached 
Madras. But there is good reason 
to believe that the CBI got pres- 
surised by the TN Police to wait 
till Yadvinder and Gurnihal were 
seen together before arresting 
the younger brother with the in- 
tention of discrediting and 
embarrassing the elder brother. 

For the present, they seem to 
have succeeded in their intention 
as now the ruling AIADMK 
ministers, the opposition DMK 
leaders and the agents of the con- 
tractors with whom the young 
sub-collector has been waging 
such a courageous war, have all 
ganged up to label him a thee- 
vravaadi' (extremist). The 
lawyers and PUCL activists help- 
ing him with relief and rehabilita- 
tion of the bonded labourers 
have also come under attack. 
Suddenly the air has turned 
ominous for those with any cons- 
cience in Kodaikanal. • 
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The Children of 1984 

An Insight into Their Life and Minds 

Can they Look Forward to a Better Tomorrow ? 




The Art of 
Healing 

Historical events; pleasant, 
ugly or traumatic — they 
leave thier own peculiar 
impressions on the minds 
of children. 

They get embedded in 
layers of consciousness, 
finding expression in mul- 
titudinous ways in the 
course of a life time. 

The events of 1984 were 
no exception, neither were 
the partorphaned children 
of the carnage. 



now live in Delhi's Tilak 
Vihar with their widowed 
mothers and other 
relations. 

Life for these children 
has been a collage of fires, 

survival, HOPE and 
COURAGE. 

Two years later, the lives 
of these children are still a 
question mark. Their prob- 
lems and traumas are also 
a question mark on the 
moral legitimacy of the 
Indian State as it is today. 

Even though the official 
agencies and organs of 
government have done 
precious Jittle to restore 
the shattered lives of those 
children, the same is not 
true of volunteers and 
social workers drawn from 
organisations like Ankur, 
the Nishkaam Sikh Welfare 
Council and the Delhi 
University Teachers 
Group. 

In this supplement, the 
splendid work of these 
groups is touched on in 
contrast to the consciense- 
less face of officialdom. 



"A simple child that lightly 

draws its breath, 
And feels its life in every limb, 
What should it know of death'' 

They came tumbling out 
in various sizes, bois- 
terous and rowdy, scre- 
aming and shouting, ecstatic 
at seeing 'their didi' again. 
They vied for her attention 
just as 'normal' little children 
do. Yet they were the ones 
who had seen their fathers, 
uncles and brothers being 
killed, murdered and burnt in 
front of their eyes. They had 
ringside seats to scenes from 
which even adults shy away. 
Had they, as children are 
wont to do, hidden those 
horrific visions deep in their 
sub-consciousness there to 
ferment for ever? Or had 
they built themselves make 
believe worlds where all was 
well and, furthermore, did 
they visualise any future for 
themselves at all? 

A Different Goal 

In 1984 Dr. Veena Das, Profes- 
sor of Sociology at Indra Prastha 
College with a team of teachers 
and students made their way to 
the areas where the violence 
had occured but their goal was 
different. Relief has come to be 
defined as either distribution of 
food or as an income generating 
programme primarily concen- 
trated on the audults. We believe 
that the children are the ones 
most in need, both physically 
and mentally." i 

Dr. Das explained that the 
root of the problem lies in the 
class background of the victims 
most of whom had a working 
class background. In such 
societies the children are neg- 
lected and there is tremendous 
amount of violence directed 
against them from within the 
family itself. The plan was to set 
up a school for these children 
and that is what they did. 

The school was unusual in 
that thev did not differentiate 
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between formal and non-formal 
education. It functioned on the 
assumption that the children 
who had witnessed the violence 
of '84, both Hindu and Sikh 
needed comfort and sympathy. 
The community was ignoring 
them and they needed someone 
to reach out to them emotion- 
ally. 

"There is a lack of under- 
standing, and to a very large 
extent neglect on the part of 
parents, which has reinforced 
an attitude amongst them that 
their children are stupid and 
unworthy of an education. 
Therefore, in the beginning we 
faced some opposition. But hav- 
ing won over their confidence it 
was not very difficult to get 
about 120 children in the age 
group of 8 to 14 years to attend 
our school", says the professor. 

School For 
Therapeutic Learning 

The school was one of thera- 
peutic learning rather than one 
where children are taught A B C 
... or 2 x 2 is 4. For the child- 



ren it became a haven to escape 
from the drudgery and blea- 
kness of their normal existence. 
They found love and care, some- 
thing they had learnt not to 
demand from their parents. 

The volunteers experience 
while working with these young 
boys and girls reflected the 
extreme mental trauma and dis- 
turbance which seemed to have 
left a deep scars on their hearts 
and minds. As Daman Deep 
Singh, a third year student of 
psychology states, the children 
were all suffering from extreme 
reactions. They were either very 
withdrawn or obsessively loving. 
There was no normal reaction. 
Over the two years he has seen 
an improvement but it is not 
substantial. 

Most of the volunteers feel 
that the ghetto that Tilak Vihar 
has become is not a very 
healthy development. It has 
come " to be known has the 
Widhwa' or widows colony; this 
kind of categarisation is neither 
condusive to improvement or 
welcome. 




A day spent in Tilak Vihar 
with Ms. Mita Bose lecturer in 
English Literature at LP. College 
and a young medicao Dr. Saw- 
ran Preet Singh gave a brief 
glimpse into the world in which 
these youngsters lived. 

They refer to the riots of '84 
as the fight' that took their 
fathers and brothers away from 
them. The boys particularly, talk 
vehemently of taking revenge 
and bringing retribution on the 
heads of those who murdered 
their family members. Their 
dreams, which are the .true 
windows into their mind are 
horrofic picturisations of the 
riots. They are surreal and 
nightmarish. Balbir, aged 10 
years dreams that his fathers 
heart is being eaten by a dog on 
one side and a pig on the other. 
He also dreams that his friend 
Gurpreet is being burnt and 
how he charges to his rescue, 
his revolver drawn killing left, 
right and centre. A boy sitting 
nearby asks him — "Why do 
you dream of Gurpreet? He is 
still alive!" 

All their dreams deny the fear 
that permeates their very being, 
says Ms. Bose. In their dreams 
they are brave and fearless, tak 
ing revenge for their dead. An 
interesting insight into the psy- 
chology of the childs mind. 

Desire To Become 'Faujis' 

A majority of the boys desire 
to become faujis' when they, 
grow up. Trilochan Singh (13 
years) says to become a fauji 
would entail fulfilling his 
father's last wish and a means 
by which to fight the police. 
The apathy of the police during 
the riots has had. a strong psy- 
chological effect on the children. 

Girls' Frightening Equanimity 

The girls on the other hand 
are calmer and less prone to 
violence. Geeta (11 years) talks 

Continued on page D? 



1-15 November 1986 I 



Special Supplement 



-The 

mim 




Three young Delhi students describe their 
Though they come from different socia 

a hard life awaits them all. 
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Days 



Can't Forget Those 
All my Life . . . 

but am looking forward to a brighter future 




family 



y name is Renu. 1 am 
from a Sikh family, We 
are living in Delhi. Our 
was very happy and 
cheerful before November, 1984. 
We lived in Nand Nagari (Trans- 
yamuna). 

Then came the end of our 
happy days. On 31st October, 
1984, I went to my college, 
where our principal told us that 
our Prime Minister Mrs. Indira 
Gandhi was no more. We were 
very sad. We went home. In my 
family every person was very 
sad. In the evening nobody took 
dinner. 

On 1st November, 1984 iThurs- 
dayl to our shock and amaze- 
ment many people came to our 
houses at about 12 O'clock. 
They has sticks, knives, fire, 
guns and swords in their hands. 
They looked for Sikhs in our 
houses but they could not spot 
them, then. Again at 4 p.m. they 
came back and broke open out- 
doors and first of all they beat 
my elder brother very badly 
with sticks, fire, gun, butts, etc I 
will never be able to forget that. 
Then they beat my mother very 
badly scene because she tried 
to protect him, but couldn't 
succeed. 

My mother got injured and 
then fainted. Then some neigh- 
bours took us to another house 
and locked us in. It was a very 
terrible scene. After that they 
killed my dearest father. After 
an hour they told us that we 
should go to another places to 
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save our-selves. Then we took 
shelter in a friends house. He 
gave shelter to us and looked 
after us well. No body knew that 
we were in his house. Those 
days were the worst. I can t 
forget them all my life. 

After three days some friends 
of my brother came with mil- 
itary men and took us to one of 
the relief camps, in their trucks. 
Many Sikh families were there. 
Every road was full of dead 
bodies lying around. It was a 
most fearful scene. 

Then we were taken to the 
relief camp in Shyam Lai Col- 
lege. Many people were kept 
there. Every one was weeping 
because they had lost their rela- 
tives, either their sons, brothers, 
husbands, etc. 

I was frightened and sad. We 
met our aunts in the relief- 
camp, which relieved us a little. 
After one day my younger sister 
fainted. She "had started having 
fits out of shock. A Dr. of Mau- 
lana Azad Medical College gave 
her artificial breathing and treat- 
ment. He also gave treatment to 
my mother and me because we 
also had some injuries. 

After four or five days we 
went - to "Nanak Sar-Ashram" 
relief-camp. There my mother 
met the "ANKUR" workers. 

Whatever loss has been done 
to my life during the riots is 
just irrepairable and it was the 
worst thing which could have 
happened. 1 always think about 
those people who indulged in 




those dirty and gruesome activi- 
ties. Were they human beings? 
They must have been very heart 
less to kill my brother and my 
father. Why did they kill us 
innocent people and loot our 
houses? Why did they do it? 
What did they get our of it? 

Does it hold any logic if a 
person belonging to a commun- 
ity kills the Prime Minister and 
the others hold the whole com- 
munity responsible for it and 
want to punish the entire com- 
munity for it? It shows only the 
cheap mentality and fanaticism. 
I say this not because it hap- 
pened with the Sikh commun- 
ity, of which I am a part, but it 
holds good for all the commun- 
ities and my views would be the 
same for all. Why do all those, 
who indulge in riots not think 
that whomever they are killing 
was once their neighbour or a 
human being like them. 

On the other hand there are 
other people who, without car- 
ing for their own life try and 



save others in danger, like those 
who saved us and gave us shel- 
ter. I can not forget their 
favours for all my life. My heart 
gets filled with love and affec- 
tion for them. 

In April 1985, government of 
India issued us a one roomed 
flat in Tilak Vihar. It was like a 
rebirth. We felt very alone and 
unambitious. I got very fed-up 
with this life. Every time I had 
tension. Then one day Mrs. Lal- 
ita Ramdas who is a worker of 
"ANKUR" met my mother and 
conduct a survey in Tilak Vihar. 
I liked working in Tilak Vihar 
and after that, I took teaching 
classes of children of 1st to 5th 
standards. 



1 got a lot of moral support 
from "ANKUR", which helped 
me get out of my own mental 
tensions and accept life' in a 
positive manner, than to sur- 
render myself to fete and des- 
tiny. I had become a regular 
member of "ANKUR" and learnt 
a lot. I also learnt typing and 
other craft skills. At the 
moment, I am undergoing train- 
ing of F.H.W.' (Hospital Nurses 
Training Course) in P.H.C. Najaf- 
garh. 

I am looking forward to a 
brighter future with lots of new 
hopes being developed. I think I 
can, and I will try to get the 
best out of my life, though the 
past .will haunt 
ever ... J 








Rajendra's 




I 



am Rajendra. 1 shall be 18 
years old within a few 
months. Looking at thesei 
past 18 years, I can see some 
blurred, some slightly clear and 
certain living pictures of my life. 

About 13 years back, I can see 
myself, aged 5 years, accom- 
panying my mother to our farm, 
in a small village in the state of 
Maharashtra. My father was a 
farmer then. We owned about 
10 acres of agricultural land. 
Whatever the produce was, it 
was quite sufficient for our fam- 
ily of 7 members. My parents 
worked in the fields and we, 
two brothers and one sister, 
used to go to the village school 
— a primary school with one 
room. Our teacher was a matri- 
culate, from the town. We all 
were quite happy then, the 
whole family. There was never 
any shortage of food. We had a 
cow, who provided us with a lot 
of milk for most of the year. Life 
was so easy and happy that one 
never even thought of any exist- 
ence beyond the small village, 
surrounded by farms and fruit 
trees, with the small river flow- 
ing a mile away. 

And then came the famine. . . 

Then the most distinctive pic- 
ture I can recall was the famine 
which occured in 1972 — in 
many parts of our state, and 
our area as being one of the 
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farm at a much lower value 
than it really was. Survival seem- 
ing impossible, we had to move 
from there. My father, then took 
to working as a labourer on a 
dam construction site with my 
mother. We had to leave our 
school, but it never bothered us 
much because the question of 
two square meals a day was of 
more concern than shelter or 
school, My parents used to 
work very hard, they carried 
heavy stones on their heads, 
usually on empty stomachs. 
Four rupees a day could hardly 
be enough for a huge family of 
eight members. Food was dis- 
tributed as shares, and I remem- 
ber how my mother used to 
distribute half of her own share 
among all us children. 

Finally to Delhi 

Finally my father decided to 
leave the state for good. Know- 
ing that the wages were better 
in the northern part of the 
country, the family moved north- 
ward. And moving from one 
construction site to another, 
one city to another, we finally 
made our way to Delhi, the 
capital. 

Once in Delhi, the major con- 
cern was seeking a job and 
earning bread for the family 
since nobody wanted any labou- 
rers, for Delhi was always full of 



them. Somehow i 
job in a construction company. 
The earning were just enough 
for all of us. Once we started 
getting our bread, then the 
other concern was brought up, 
our schooling? We could not 
join any school at the time we 
came to Delhi. The reasons 



Hindi, the medium of instruc- 
tion. We had always loved going 
to school and longed to go to 
one again. Fortunately we had a 
so-called MOBILE CRECHE" 
school at the construction site, 
where the children of the labou- 
rers used to go. So we also 
joined it. Initially, 1 used to go, 
sit there like a dummy, unable 
to speak even a word, but I 
loved going there and watch 
people leam and myself learnt, 
painting and craft work. Within 
a year, I picked up Hindi and 
began to speak it quite fluently 

It was not until 1975, that we 
were admitted in a government 
school. We were taken on the 
basis of an entrance test. This 
was really the happiest part of 
our lives. After those dark years, 
we had developed hopes and 
with a lot of determination and 
labour, we took off. My parents 
were the happiest parents on 
earth then. My father was deter- 
mined to get us well educated 
so that we might be spared the 
Continued on pageM 
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Daman and the Disturbances 



Daman Kaur 




y name is Daman, a 
name, which seems a 
little awkward to the 
listeners and to me too. I am 19 
years old and a B.A. final year 
student. 

I was born in Delhi, in a Sikh 
family. At the moment, we are a 
family of 6 members, including 
my parents. My elder brother 
and sister are married and have 
children. 

During his initial days, soon 
after his marriage, my father 
had confronted many hardships. 
He could not have a proper 
education because his was a 
huge family and people cared 
little for their childrens' -educa- 
tion. He left his home and went 
around looking for a job. He 
took a job as a cleaner on- a 
loading truck. He had always 
believed in the fact that dedica- 
tion and hardwork makes a 
man, and by virtue of his hard- 
work and dedication he is now 
working as a manager in a 
transport company. After mar- 
riage my mother, a hard work- 
ing lady tried to supplement 
the house income. She opened 
a small scale garment exports 
company. Her health never al- 
lowed her to do anything with 
the same vigour she wanted to 
do, so she had to leave her job. 

I cannot remember anything 
worth mentioning in my life till 
I came to the VIII Std. I had 
started my school in Delhi, but 
was a little weak in my studies 
so my father thought it best to 
put me into a Boarding school 
in Dehradun. The Chandra Arya 
Vidya Mandir was an ideal 
Indian styled school and a good 




place for peaceful mental develop- 
ment. 

There was no great change in 
my academic performance in 
Dehradun, but my other natural 
aspects did develop. I have 
always been interested in folk 
dances, so I got a chance to 
learn KATHAK dance there. I 
also did better in the sports 
field and was named as the 
sports girl of the school. I still 
carry on with my dancing and 
have specialised in gymnastics. 
During my two years in the 
boarding house, I always felt 
home sick, I used to miss my 
parents and at the end of two 
years, I saw myself back in 
Delhi. \ 

Once in Delhi, I was in a 
position to think about many 
things, mainly my career. 1 had 
taken admission in the govern- 



ment senior secondary school 
in Tilak Nagar. I did quite well 
in my XII Std. After my school, I 
was in a dilemma about my 
career. I wanted to take up a 
teacher's job. I had always liked 
children and even at the age of 
18, I love to play with children 
of 7 to 8 years old from the 
neighbourhood. I could not seek 
admission in the teachers' train- 
ing school. This was quite dis- 
couraging for me. Seeing no 
other alternative, I joined col- 
lege, opting for Hindi as my 
main subject in B A Honours. 

I have been brought up in a 
very art loving atmosphere. The 
veena strings, the ghungroos 
(dancing bells) and the poetic 
hymns were, what echoed 
around me so also did the great 
Tulsi and Surdas's poems, all 
these factors led me to take up 
Hindi as my subject. I love my 
national language, which seems, 
always full of affection and love. 

Great Disturbances 



There were great 
bances in my studies. Spe- 
cially in 1984, when the assas- 
sination of the then Prime 
Minister, Mrs. Indira Gandhi 
took place. How disturbed 
our whole family was! We 
were all cursing that man, a 
blot on the Sikhs; who was by 
birth not even a sikh and 
who had put the ever loyal 
and patriotic Sikhs to shame! 
But men those horrible riots 
erupted. People, no, madmen, 
hoodlums started the cam- 
paign to finish each and every 
Sikh, who they claimed were 
responsible for her murder. 



Oh, I was so furious at all this 
but consoled myself, die first 
day, by thinking that may be 
it was quite instinctive and 
would stop the next day. But, 
the next day the killings and 
looting were with a greater 
force. Why was this? And 
where was the government 
and their police? It had be- 
come so obvious that the all 
those inhuman activities were 
being carried on with the 
help of some politicians and 
the police, (at places in their 
uniforms) who took active 
part or turned a blind eye to 
the arson and looting. The 
riots were so planned that it 
took 3 days to realise what 
was going on and by then 
thousands of houses were in 
ashes, hundreds of families 
scattered. Thousands killed 
and god knows how many 
orphaned! 

J can never forget those 
nights; they haunt me still! 
When we used to hide our 
father and brothers in the attic 
and ourselves sat half dead 
scrouched, tensed at every little 
noise outside our house! 



Life is still not normal. The 
Hindu-Sikh relations have gone 
better, hositle to each other. 
Why did it happen? Oh how 1 
wish it never had occured?!!! 
Why do I have to feel insecure 
in my own country? My home- 
land, I have always been so 
proud of! 

I have always believed in the 
principle that any person who 
is inspired by fanaticism and 
violence and resorts to killing 
human beings, cannot claim to 
belong to any religion, because 
no religion permits violence and 
destruction or any attempt to 
finish the whole human race. 
He can only belong to a bar- 
baric species of wild beasts and 
has no right to live. 

Thus the whole country ex- 
perienced a big earth quake in 
1984, a result of the political 
trauma of the country. And if 
the conflict between two com- 
munities carries on, one can 
imagine even the worst. We 
might even lose our independ- 
n, which was gained 
so many years of 
□ 





hardships he had faced all his 
life. Our success was his suc- 
cess and a matter of pride for 
him. . 

Entry into Public School 

We were doing very well in 
the school and had achieved a 
very good command over Hindi. 
Then a major turn in my life 
occured in 1978. I was taken 
into a public school in 5th 
standard on a scholarship basis. 
The public schools in our coun- 
try are supposed to have a bet- 
ter standard of education than 
the government schools. Their 
medium of instruction in Eng- 
lish. The name of the school 
was Springdales, one of the best 
public schools in the capital. 

I am still a student of Spring- 
dales school, in my 12th stand- 
ard. At the time I came to this 
school, I was-ih complete men- 
tal disequilibrium. For atleast a 
couple of years I thought myself 
to be an absolute misfit in the 
school. The atmosphere was 
altogether different from my 
previous school starting from 
the uniform they wore, to the 
way they talked and behaved. 
Lack of knowledge of English 
was the main hindrance. To 
meet these challenges of fight- 
ing out the complexes within 
me and to get a command over 
the English language, I spent 
my first two years slogging 
away. And I did get a hold over 
English in that period of time, 
but the inferiority complex pre- 
vailed. I think it was quite natu- 



ral for such drastic changes in 
life styles to affect my mental 
state. The changes were indeed 
rather drastic. I used to go to 
my school, a fine multi-storeyed 
building. The students I studied 
with came from rich families 
and I thought, belonged to high 
society. And I, a son of a 
labourer, could never be a part 
of them. I used to go home 
from the school. Home! — a 
small one-roomed hut with a 
cooking chulah'. (wood stove) in 
a comer and everyone's clothes 
piled up all over. With great dif- 
ficulty we used to squeeze in to 
sleep. There was no electricity 
in the hut. There used to be 
one kerosene lamp and I could 
use it for studying only after the 
cooking was done and dinner 
finished. The kerosene lamp 
really affected my health. Sitting 
for hours in the dim light was 
almost impossible. But unavoid- 



Reasons for Disparities 

But it didn't take me long to 
understand the reasons for dis- 
parities between the others and 
myself. It is, I think basically a 
question of opportunities and 
chances. If my father had been 
given an opportunity to study 
and make a good future for 
himeself, then we would have 
definitely been a part of the 
same society as others in my 
school. Just because he was one 
of the less privileged ones, we 
were where we were, I shall not 
be so optimistic as to say that 
since I am studying in a public 
school, my economic condition 

* I 



will definitely improve. It may 
not improve, but after being 
educated I shall be in a better 
position to understand and ana- 
lyse any situation and act accor- 
dingly. 

Anyway around 1980-81 I 
came in contact with a group of 
social workers now called 
ANKUR (seedling) which works 
for the promotion of non-formal 
education among the needy 
ones, basically the under-privil- 
edged. I got interested in this 
group, because I liked their 
initiatives in teaching the 
poorer children and the labour- 
er's children. I became a part of 
this group and started teaching 
children in slums and else- 
where after my school hours. I 
know there are many like me, 
who need some help to come 
up, who given an opportunity, 
can be less than none. And 
even if they do not go much 
further, they can atleast learn to 
write their names and be able 
to count the money they get as 
wages and not get cheated by 
employers. 

Children of 1984 

It was through ANKUR that I 
got a chance to work with the 
children of the victims of the 
1984 carnage after the assassi- 
nation of the then Prime Minis- 
ter Mrs. Indira Gandhi. Working 
with the children here, I deve- 
loped a better understanding of 
the state of communal feelings 
in people and the children. The 
killings as they say, were politi- 
cally launched but given the 
name of communal riots'. One 



finds no reason in harassing 
and brutally killing all the peo- 
ple of a community just because 
one of them out of madness 
went and killed the prime min- 
ister. And the government in- 
stead of stopping the ghastly 
occurences, which left half the 
capital in ashes and many lives 
destroyed, simply kept quite. 1 
don't know wether the politi- 
cians' purpose was served or 
not, but I can well imagine the 
state of lives of those souls who 
were affected. The little children 
who come and tell me how 
their father and brothers were 
cut and burnt in front of theft- 
eyes!! How their sisters and 
mothers were humiliated! Some 
of them are waiting for their 
fathers to return home . . . The 
hope still prevails that they 
might be alive! 

Our Own Problems 

In the meantime certain dome- 
stic problems came up. My eld- 
est sister was married in the 
state to which we belonged. 
After two months of her mar- 
riage, she was harassed and tor- 
tured by her in-laws for not 
bringing sufficient dowry. My 
father had spent much above 
his ability, in the marriage and 
could offer no more. After six 
months, she was sent back by 
her husband in a pregnant 
state. Later, after a few months, 
her husband married another 
woman without divorcing or 
giving any maintainance to my 
sister. Three years ago, with the 
help of ANKUR and a women's 
SAHELI' we filed a 



case against her husband, and 
asking for maintainance allo- 
wane for her and her child, 
who is five years now. The case 
is still pending in the court, 
waiting for the final outcome. 

Then in 1979, my youngest 
brother lost his sight, all of a 
sudden! The doctors say that an 
attack of typhoid fever caused 
an injury to his optical nerve. 
We admitted him into a blind 
school where he is doing very 
well in his fourth standard. 

I still go to my school with no 
feeling in mind that I am differ- 
ent from anyone. I have got a 
lot of friends in school as well 
as outside. 

I still stay in a hut similar to 
the one we live in ten years ago. 
Now the number of members in 
the family has increased to 
nine, including my eldest sister 
and her son. My father still 
works as a labourer in one of 
the construction sites, although 
he is old and weak and nedds 
to stop working and rest. But it 
is still not possible. My elder 
brother is doing electronics 
engineering in one of the capi- 
tal's best engineering institu- 
tions called the Delhi College of 
Engineering 

Ten years back, I could not 
even speak Hindi, Now I am 
fond of writing poetry in Hindi. 
My other hobbies are painting 
and singing. I also play football 
and I am a member of the 
Senior School Football team. 

Rajendra Kumar. 
C/o Ankur, B-41 Nizamuddin 
110 013 
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Continued from page I. Col. 5 
with an equanimity frightening 
in a young child, of how her 
father was killed and burnt. 

The children appear to be liv-' 
ing in fear and have developed 
a hatred for this city. As a 
young friend put it — "1 prefer 
Bombay, you see there the 
sardars rule, in Delhi we are in 
very small numbers." 

According to Dr. Singh the 
feeling of revenge is height- 
ened because they see the 
murderers roaming free amo- 
ngst them. "If in 84 the 
government had arrested 
even a small number of those 
responsible, if only as an eye 
was, this intensity of feeling 
would not be there. Their 
conscience would have been 
salved." 

Need for 
Psychological Change 

There is a great need for 
strong male influences and a 
widespread psychological change 
both in the widows and the 
children. Dr. Singh feels they 
have become dependant on the 
attention that they are receiving 
and that self-pity is one of the 
most destructive elements. 

Harjeet a 13 year old, has 



tried to kill himself a number of 
times. He suffers from a guilt 
complex. It has been two years 
now that his father has been 
visiting' him, demanding of Har- 
jeet revenge for his death. But 
finding himself unable to make 
amends, Harjeet tries to take his 
own life. 

Some of the children suffer 
from psycho-somatic diseases 
like Harjeet, whose bronchial 
asthama gets aggravated every 
time he dreams of his father. 
Another common illness among 
the more mentally disturbed, 
are the fits of extreme violence 
and depression they go through. 
These fits can endow them with 
enough strength to hurt a grown 
man. 

Nishkam's Efforts 

Most of the children go to 
nearby government schools and 
in this field the Nishkam organ- 
isation has played a worthy 
role. They have so far enrolled 
about a 1000 students while 
helping them out with subsi- 
dised books and uniforms. Extra 
tution classes and games were 
organised to channelise the ner- 
vous energy of the youngsters 
who were indulging in gambling 




after and during school hours 
A spokesman of the organisa- 
tion said that 85 percent of the 
problem was under control. 
School is not exactly paradise 
but it is all that they can afford 
Yet the efforts of the Delhi Uni- 
versity team to procure a com- 
munity hall has met with a 
blank wall of administrative in- 
efficiency. As Mrs. Das pointed 
nut. the Development Commis- 





sioner for Slums and J.J. Colo- 
nies had promised them space 
to hold their classes which he 
has now given to an organisa- 
tion which is comparatively new 
to the community. "We are very 
bitter about this volte-face on 
part of the Commissioner. " Never- 
theless they carry on their tire- 
less efforts to bring solace to 
the children. 
Time is the healer of all ills; 



yet history has known some ter- 
rible wars of retribution carried 
out in the name of ancestors 
long dead. It is imperative that 
we look to these children as 
future ambassadors of peace, 
and though there's not a child 
so small or weak, but has his 
little cross to carry, the objec- 
tive is to make his burden a lit- 
tle easier to bear. □ 



THE FORGOTTEN ONES 



A Poem by Veena Raghavan 



The world is full of men who like the sound 
of words, 

but words are not enough for the poor dead 
who lie, eyes staring into emptiness. 
Words cannot bring back life or heal the 
wounds; 

replace split blood and restore sanity to 
minds 

that have gone numb with too much pain and 
grief. 

Lust and the thrist for blood have stalked this 
land; 

A beast unleashed to murder, rape, torture 
and maim, 

and those who ran, eyes bursting from their 

heads in fear, 
were cut down with a cry of glee. 
These beasts were men; God help us 

understand 
how men can be so utterly depraved. 
Women's faces, faces of tragic emptiness; 
eyes that are tearless, opaque and unaware; 
minds that are beyond love, beyond hate, 

beyond despair; 
bodies that move but have no life; 
for what is life to those who have no wish to 

live. 

Babies with eyes that do not stir; 

they do not cry or seek the breasts that have 

no milk to give; 
they do not whimper or complain, 
but He unmoving in their mother's arms; 
they will not live to grow. 



Success and triumph, the golden land, 
though torn and battered, is free; 
the beast is slain, its slavering body stilled. 
At last the clean breeze blows and rain will 

wash away the blood; 
the soil will heal, grow rich again and yield 

new harvests; 
the birds will sing; the crickets chirp; 
the men will till, the women bear their young 

in peace. 

But what of those who cannot hear the songs 

of jubilation, 
whose hearts are dead, whose bodies cannot 

heal; 

what of the vacant staring eyes of madness, 

of countless minds shattered by atrocities; 

what of the children who will never know 

the joys of playing and the warmth of love; 

oh God, what of the dead, the living dead, 
the dying, 

the crazed, the mutilated, the women 
shamed, 

the men who are no longer men; 

weep for them, if you have the time; 

weep for them, for they cannot share the 
fruits of victory; 

weep for them, for they will soon be the for- 
gotten ones. 

From Bitter Fruit; 
The Book Shop, 
New Delhi, 1970. 
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